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The P * SONS repreſented. 


FuRYDICE, Queen of Corinth. Mrs. Porter. 
MEL15s4, her Confidente. Mrs. Butler. 
LreoniDas, a Nobleman, —_— Mir. Bridewane. 

in the Queen's intereſt. YT 
ProcLEes, Tyrant of Epidaurus, - 

in poſſeſſion of the Crown of Mr. Marſpall. 

Corinth. | | | | 
Mzpon, his Favourite. Mr. V. Mills. 
PRRIAN DER, King of Corinth, Mr. Mills. 
PoL v DORE, his Son. Mr. Hallam. 
Axis Tow. | Mr. Corey. 


Officers, Guards, Attendants, © 
The Sczns, Corinth, 


PROL GUM 


Written by AARON HII r, * S 


| Spoken by Mr. WiLKs. 


N youth, auhen mode 4 and merit meet, 


How rare the union ! and the force how faveet / 
Tho at ſmall praiſe our humble author aims, | 
His friend may give him, what his bluſh diſclaims. 
Ladies 1—to you he makes his chicf addreſs ; 
Form'd, to be pray'd to, and even born to bleſs ! | 
He feels your power, himſe!f, and makes it felt; 
His ſcenes will teach the ſtubborn heart to melt a 
And each fair ee, that now ſhines ſoftly here, 
Anon ſpall Shine, flill ſaſter, thro a tear. 
Let not confiraint yur generous ſighs repreſs, 
Nor weil compaſſion, nor repel diſtreſs. 
Your ſexe's flrength is in ſuch weakneſs feund : 
And ſighs and tears but help your charms to wound. 
Of all the wonders taught us by the fair, 
*Tis ſrangeſt, Tragedy ſhould loſe their care l 
Where Love, /oft tyrant ! in full glory reigns ; 
And ſovereign Beauty holds the world in chains, 
„„ Lf 


iv PR O L O G U EF. 
Leſi poliſd d, and more bold, the Comic Mu/+e 

Unkings your Cupid, or ob firucis his views ; 

Uphbolds preſuming wit's familiar claim, x 

And blots out awe from Lowe's diminiſh'd fame; 

Findi, or makes faults, and ſets them ftrong in fight, 

And dares draw WOMAN falſe, er wain, or light, 

While Tragedy—your ſervant, try d, and true, 

Still to your Fame devoted, and to You! 

En/lav'd to Love, ſubdu'd ambition brings, 

Firms Beauty's power, and crowns it king of kings, 

| Let wiſh'd attention grace our ſcene to-night ; 
And mouru d affiitions move refin'd delight. 

Each tender light of life we recommend ; 

Wife, huſband, ſubje#, parent, ſon, and gin! 

All ! your impaſſion d intereſts ſhall engage _ 

And fear ſpall Note, and pity melt the age? 
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E UR VDI CE. 
A 


TRAGEDY. 


ACTI SCENE 
| Eur yDpicr, MII II 86 4. 


EvuRy DICE. 


* E heavenly powers ! what means this dreadful 


This war of ſea and ſky ? [ſtorm t 
| MeLis%a. 
Dreadful indeed! 
| EURYDICE. 

Hear, from the wintry north how keen it howls, 

Thro theſe lone towers, that rock with every blaſt, 

Each moment threatning ruin on our heads. 

But ſee—ftand here and caſt thine eyes below 


Ober the broad ocean to the diſtant ſky, 


M3 See 


6 EUR . 


See what confuſion fills the raving deep! 
What mountain-billows riſe ! *Tis terrible; 
And ſuiting to the horrors of my fate, 
The dark 2 that deſolates my ſoul. 
MeLissa. 
Ha! Madam, look, due weſt where yonder rocks 
O'erhang the beating tides, O fight of woe ! 
Four goodly ſhips, before th' impetuous blaſt, 
Drive wild acroſs the waves. 


EURYDICE. 
Aſſiſt them, heaven ! 


The ſtorm is high, and the flood perilous, 
Lo, now they climb a fearful ſeep, and hang 
On the big ſurge that mixes with the clouds. 
It burſts, behold ! and headlong down they reel 
Into the yawning gulph. They cannot ſcape : 
A ſea rowls o'er the foremoſt. 
Melissa. 
Ah! ſhe frikes 
4 that wave · worn cliff. Where is ſhe now ? 
Hid in the dark abyſs, wich all 2 crew ! 


All loſt for ever! 


EurYDICE. 
Turn we from the fight, 


Too cruel for a woman's eye to bear. 
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I ſome degree of bliſs, 


KS PET WE TT 7 
IIl- fated men! perhaps, at this ſad moment, 


In ſome far-diſtant land, a faithful wife, 


A pious parent, with uplifted hands, 
Are offering vows to heaven for their return. 
Alas ! they meet no more.—Severely taught 
By my own ills, I feel for all th' unhappy ; 
Yet envy all, who are at reſt for ever! 
While I. Meliſſa 


* EL Iss A. 
Ah! my Royal Miftreſs 
Eurydies, think rather the kind gods 
Would teach you, by this fight of mournful ruin, 


Patience and gentler thought. When others too 
Are miſerable, not to.know the worſt 


Ex Y DICE. 
Meliſſa, no. 
The face of inſtant death were leſs alarming 


Than ſuch a liſe as mine; for thou haſt known me, 
KRKich in a ſon and glorious in a huſband, 


The gaze of envying Greece: thou ſeeſt me now 
Caſt down to loweſt infamy, the ſlave, 


The ſport of earth's worſt tyrant ; who betray'd me ! 
Who would deſtroy my faireſt fame — Juſt heaven 
And hall this bold offender, who has broke 


B4 Ali 


8 E UR VID Ie E. 


All bonds of holy faith, yet bids his ſoul 
Rejoyce and take her eaſe, ſhall he long triumph 
Here in the throne of Corinth? while it's lord 
The great unhappy Periander roams 
A nameleſs fugitive! 
|  MerLissa. | | 
Madam, behold 
What may this mean ? — the tyrant's minion comes, 


SCENE ll. ie 
* Eu vpicz, Mg LiSSa, MgeDon. 
M pen. 
Hail, beauteous queen. By me, the royal Procles 
With lowly ſervice bends him to your charms: 1 
Bids ſmiling health, and gentle peace of mid. 
Light up your morn, and make your evening fair, | 
This, with the tendereſt vows—= 
EvURYDICE. Egg 9 
| Canft thou inform me 1 
Of thoſe unhappy men, whom I but now | ö 
Saw periſh on this coaft ? 
Mx pon. 
Not who they are; 


But what their fate, theſe eyes with dread beheld, |} 
. The 
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| Theking too, from the morning's chace return'd,, 
At this ſad ſight ſpur'd: on, with all his train, 


To fave, if poſſible, whom the wild ſea 
Caſts forth upon the land. But firſt, his love; 
That counts each moment's abſence from your eyes 
An age of lingering torment, bade me fly 

With health and greeting to the matchleſs fair, 


| Who holds his ſoul enſlav d. 


EuRYDICE. 
Then, bear him back, 
From her whom he has wrong'd, inſulted, ruin'd, 
Horror and loathing ! unrelenting ſcorn ! 
And all a woman's hate! in due return 


7 For his deteſted love. The tyrant-coward ? 


To cruſh the fallen and helpleſs! to embitter 


The pangs, the miſeries, himſelf has caus ch 


With gall of mockery ! 
Mbox. 


And yet, perhaps, 
Such — as his deſerve returns | 
Of kinder meaning, and more gracious accent. 


May I preſume to place before. your eyes,. 
In faithful proſpect, that impending ruin 


He fav d you from! See, then, your abſent Lord 
B 5 Tas: 


10 EURYDICE 


Involv'd abroad in unſucceſsful war, 
With troops averſe and mutinous ! See too, 


From them diffus'd and with contagious ſwiftneſi 
Spred thro your capital, the ſame deep taint 
Of factious rage ! Behold your ſubjects, deaf 
To duty's voice and mix'd in one wide guilt, 
Ariſe, attack, inſult you, in this fort! 1 
Say, where was then your hope, when meagre famine 
Join'd his devouring ravage? When your eyes ü 
Saw daily, hourly periſh thoſe poor Few, 

W hoſe faith had kept them yours? 

EuRYDICE. | 

O would to heaven 


I then had periſh'd too! 
Me pon. 
Such was your ſtate, | 

Loſt even to \ hope, when generous Procles flew: 
Impatient to your aid; diſpers'd, and quelPd 
'The general treaſon, May I dare to urge 

Theſe ſervices ? But what are theſe ? His throne, 
His heart is yours: helays them at your feet: 


He bids you reign in both. 
_ EvnRyYDICE. 


Thou baſe of heart! 
To ſlaves like thee, Who flatter and — 
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EUMcaYYD ICE Mb 
Their prince's crimes, are owing half the plagues 
That curſe mankind. Has not thy faithleſs lord, 


Whoſe guilt this ſhameful praiſe of thine brings home 


On thy own ſoul, uſurp'd the very crown 
He ſwore to ſave ? And I too—thy bold inſult 
Shews I indeed am wretched.—But more talk, 
Indulg'd with thee, would ſtain me with thy vileneſs 
Would prove that wretched fate, not undeſery'd, 
Away ! | : 
SCENES BR 
EuR DICE, MELISSA. 
EuRYDICE: - 

Theſe ſpecious ſycophants ! theſe ſmooth 

And ſupple miniſters of vice! They lead 


+ Their ſovereigns on from crime to crime, and riſe 


In flattery, as the tyrant grows in guilt ! 


MELISSA. 


My heart forebodes ſome fatal conſequence 


Will ſpring _ this. 


EURYDICE. 


Here let i fall, Meliſſa: 
JI merit all that fortune can inflict, 


For truſting this betrayer, this curſt Procles.. 
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All this he ſwore. „ 


That to myſelf reflects me, as I am, 


EURYDICE 


Mx L Iss A. 
Alas ! no other choice remain d — 


12 


Eux volk. 
Ves—death! 
1 ſhould have dy'd : he was the foe of Corinth, ” 9 
| Marissa. 

Yet his fair- ſeeming might have won belief 
From cautious doubt, or cool-conſidering age. 
By frequent, urgent meſſage he conjur'd you 
To ſave yourſelf. With open honor own'd 
His antient enmity ; but by each power, 
Celeſtial and infernal, ſwore *twas paſt : 

Nay, more; that as a king, and as a man, 
Juſt indignation at your rebel-ſubjes, 

And pity of your fate, had touch'd his heart. | 


5 [ Ro * £3 
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EuRYDICE. p 
But fame had truly ſpoke him, 
Perdious and aſpiring. No: the weak, ; 
The coward-woman in my ſoul betrayd me! "0 
For this, my days, my nights are ever haunted | 
With fiend-like forms of horror and remorſe! 
Still conſcience holds her cruel mirror up. 


Unequal 


EUR DIS. 13 
| Unequal to the poſt where honor plac'd me! | 
More light of faith than infancy or dotage! 
Por this, my ſuffering ear is daily wounded 
With vows of impious love! 
Mr Iss A. 
That way, Aden 
I dread to turn my view. A foul ſo brutal, 
Inflam'd with nightly inſolence and wine 
What may he not attempt? 
_ Evrynpice. | 
A thouſand deaths 

Are in that thought—to know myſelf his ſlave ! 
Beneath one roof with him! and yet compelbd 
| To ſuffer hated life—for can [ die, © E 
Unheard, unjuſtified ? while Periander,, 
Himſelf of jealous honor, and from her, 
He deign'd to love, expecting juſt returns. 
Of equal faith unblam'd ; while ſuch a huſband, 
Thro doubts miſguiding miſts, beholds me ſtill, 
Wicked, not weak ? deceiving, not betray'd ? 

2 | M1584. 
How nicely fearful is true love? Not all 
Chaſte Dian's cold ſeverity of honor 
Surpaſſes yours: yet flill— 


Eur 


14 E DU R Y D 1 C E. 
Eu RY DICE. 
Peace. Who comes yonder ? 
Leonidas! *Tis he. With flow fad ftep | 


He bends this way : and on his cheek ſits pale 
Some penſive thought. Ah! whence theſe dark fore- 


That ſhiver thro my frame? [bodings, 


„ 


Eu RYDICE, MEL issa, LEONI DAS. 
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LON IDAsõ. 
Oh queen! forgive me, 


If J appear We you, to impart 
A mournful meſlage : but, by Procles? order 
EurYDpice. 

'Whate'er proceeds from him, Leonidas, : 4 
To me muſt needs be fatal. But ſay on. 3 
With all it's terrors arm'd, death is leſs dreadful, 3 
Than being in his power. 7 

LzoxIpas. nn A 
| Unhappy prince: 
Your fate might melt the hardeſt breaſt, and teach 
Even cruelty's remorſeleſs eye to weep ! | 
How ſhall I ſpeak the reſt? 


Eur voice. 


/ 
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 EuryYDICE. | 
Leonidas ! 
What is this fearful _ too ſad for utterance ? 
Alas! why doſt thou weep ? why turn thine eye 


Severe on heaven? 
| LEONIDAS. 


0 my torn heart !—This form, 


EURYDICE. 
Ha! what ſhips were thoſe— 
Say, ſpeak—that ſank but now before our eyes, | 


In ſight of ſhore? = 
_ LgoniDas. 


The very fleet defign'd 
For your relief; to free repenting Corinth 
From this betrayer, this deteſted Procles. 
The king was there embark'd ! 
EURYDICE, 
Then all is lot! 
MELIss 4. 
She faints ! 
LEoNniDas. 
My ſoul's in tears to ſee her thus ! 
How 1s it, Lady! ? Oh were this ſhort pauſe 
From thought and pain, the laſt eternal ſleep, 


She then were bleſt But ſoft—ſhe breathes again; 


10 YDICE., 


URI Dre. 
Evsypice. 

O Periander ! my much injur'd lord ! 

Would I had dy'd for thee—Ah ! gentle maid, 

Was it then he, my huſband, whom theſe eyes 

Saw periſh in the ſtorm ! whoſe fate I wept, 

Nor knew that all the cruel wreck was mine ! 
MELISSA. 


Unhappy day ! 
| EvuryYpicE. 

| Undone Eurydice !. 
But I will die I ſhould have dy'd before 
When my mean cowardice, my dread of death, 
Betray'd me to falſe Procles, I had then 
Dy'd innocent: I had not then deſery'd 
A ruin'd huſband's curſe.—_-O thought of horror ? 
Perhaps his lateſt breath, even in the hour 
Of awful fate, charg'd me with all his wrongs, 
His life and honor loft ! perhaps expir d 


In imprecations on me 
5 MELISSA. 


Oh, for pity, 
Ceafe theſe diſtracting thoughts. They but inflame 
The rage of real ills, and wound you deeper. 


Exonvat. 


EURY DICE. 17 
Lz0nDAS. | | 
Would tears, my gracious miſtreſs, aught avail us, 


= Methinks theſe aged eyes could number drops 


With falling clouds, or the perpetual ſtream. 

But while we mourn, our enemy rejoices, 

And ſounds his cruel triumph loud to heaven. 

If I have bow'd me to his impious will, 

Tho with that ſtronę g reluctance, Nature feels 

At what ſhe holds moſt mortal and abhorr'd ; 

It was with view to turn, as reaſon warrants, 
Againſt the traitor his own treacherous arts, 
And ruin him, with ſafety to my ſovereign. 
This may be done. Sad Corinth looks with horror 
On her late guilt : ſhe feels it . puniſh'd too, 

By double weight of chains from that hard hand 
Which ſcourges her each hour with whips of ſcorpions 
'7 She waits but ſome wiſh'd chance, at once to riſe, 
And drive him from her throne. 


MEL18SA. 

Theſe trumpets peak 

His near approach. | 
1 Eux Dick. 

Oh fire of gods and men ! 


5 — hear theſe guilty ſounds! 
Behold 


Wi Lon TECH. 
Behold this tyrant's revel! while a king, 
Thy great reſemblance, floats a cold pale corſe; 
Or on the naked beach caft vilely out, 1 
Unknown, unhonor'd lies. Leonidas, 

By all my griefs I beg thee, ſearch theſe ſhores, 
Each cliff and cavern where the wild wave beats, 


For my lov'd lord, and to theſe widow'd arms 


Give back his dear remains, 


LEONIDAS. 
see, Procles comes. | 


SCENE V. 


 PROCLES, Mzpox, LzoNIDAs, Attendants, 


| PxoclEs. 

Hail glorious day! auſpicious fortune hall * 

From this triumphant hour my future life 

Runs fair and ſmiling on. 'The bold attempt, 

Laid dark and deep by my moſt dreaded foe, 

Is periſh'd with it's author, From on high 

Heaven arm'd his winds and ſeas to fight my battle: 
And victory is mine without my care, 

Almoſt without my knowledge, Yes, the nods, 
The gods themſelves eſpouſe my happy cauſe !. . 


For 


1 ( 0% 0 19 
For this, let flowery garlands wreathe their ſhrines; 


Let hecatombs before their altars bleed, 


And triumph reign thro Corinth. | 
| | Attendants withdraws 


1 Is the queen 
7 TInform'd of all, Leonidas ? 
92 LEONIDAsãò. 
She is. 
| PRocrks. 
And ſhe receiv'd the news 
Lx AS. 
| With fad ſurpriſe, 
And many tears, my lord. 
| PRocLEsS. | 
Juſt the fond ſex : 


Such their vain grief; a moment's paſſing ſtorm, 
And all is calm. Be it thy farther care, 
As the recedivg flood forſakes our ſhore, 

To make ſtrict ſearch thro all this coaſt around 
For Periander's corpſe, I would, methinks, 

A while indulge my eyes; a while peruſe 

The features of a rival once ſo fam'd, 

So terrible in arms; whoſe partial fortune 


Soar'd high above, and ever thwarted mine $ 
| f I 


ESE - 2 = 
In all the dearer aims that ſwell my thought, 
Love and ambition. 

Leonidas. 

Mark this, righteous heaven ! 


SCENE VI. 


PzocLes, Mbox. 
| Mzpon, - 
At length, fir, all the gods eſpouſe your cauſe : 
And fortune is your own. Your native realm, 
Fair Epidaurus, peaceful and reſign'd, 
Acknowledges her lord. A rival's fate 
Confirms his kingdom yours. 
ProcLss. 
| vet 1 am ſtill 
Unbleſt amid this flow of proſperous fortune. 
Not all that charms ambition's ſhoreleſs wiſh, 
Empire and kneeling homage, can beſtow 
The better joy I long for. 
Mepoxn. 
5 Ah, my prince, 
Forget, or ſcorn that proud ill- natur 'd fair one. 


Procr s- 


D 
 PrRoOCLES., 


| Impoſſible. By heaven my ſoul can form 


No wiſh, no thought but her, I tell thee, Medon, 


With bluſhes tell thee, this proud charmer reigns 


Unbounded o'er my reaſon. I have try'd 


F Each ſhape, each art of varied love to win her ; 
Alternate prayers and threats, the ſoothing £11! 


Of paſſionate ſincerity, the fire 


Of rapturous vows : but all theſe arts were vain. 
And *twas my ſoul's firſt aim, the towering point 


Of all my wiſhes, to prevail in this ; 
To triumph o'er my rival too in love. 
That had been great revenge! 

Me po. | 

Believe me, Sir, 

When once the fit of wilfulneſs is o'er, 
The female vanity of tears diſcharg'd, 
She meets your wiſhes, and forgets a huſband 


Who is no more. | 
1 ProCLEs. 


Perdition on his name! 
I dread his memory as my rival ſtill. 
But if I have not won her to be mine, 
At leaſt that hated huſband reap'd no joy 


From her fantaſtic honor. Stung to madneſs 


For 


„ 


22 M 
For ill- requited love, I darkly ſpred 
Surmizes of her truth. He thought her falſe: 
And, as he doated on her, the dire tale 
Was poiſon to his quiet. Jealouſy, 

In all its horrors, muſt have ſeiz'd his ſoul. 
I triumph'd there! | 
 Mepon. 

*T was exquiſite revenge. 

I too, my Lord, who live but for your pleaſure, 
Your ever-faithful ſlave, I too combin'd 
To aid your vengeance. You can ſtill remember 
When in a dungeon's depth Ariſton lay, 
Ariſton, Periander's factious friend. 
With looks of ſeeming pity I oft mourn'd 
His hard impriſonment, complain'd of you, 
Nay, curs'd your cruelty ; till I had brought 
His unſuſpecting honeſty to credit 
My fiction of the Queen. I told him then, 
With well- diſſembled hatred of her crime, 
Invenoming each circumſtance, that ſhe, 
Forgetful of her better fame, had heard 
Your ſecret paſſion, and with equal ardor 
Return'd its warmth. Nay, that ſhe often urg'd you 
To wreak your rage on him, the hated friend 
Of her loath'd * — thus alarm'd him, 
After 


EU r LICN 23 
i After long pauſe I let him ſcape at w- 
= To find his maſter out. | 


PROCLES, 
I thank thee, Medon. 


| But this avails not much. My ſoul burns in me 


Wich furious longings to ſubdue that woman; 
Jo bend her pride of virtue to my paſſion, 
I fancy, in her arms, tranſcendent joys, 
A heaven of higher bliſs, not to be found 
In unreſiſting Beauty, woo'd and won 
= Atidleleiſure. Yet, one tryal more: 
Then, if I am repuls'd, away at once 
= Alllittle arts of love. 
= | Mevon. 
Mean while, the banquet, 

Which Pleaſure's curious hand hath furniſh'd out 
With ſplendid choice, awaits you, and invites 
To laughing thought and triumph. There the god, 
The jocund god of wine, with roſe-buds crown'd, 
Mirth in his look, and at his fide the band 
Of little playful Loves, fills high the bowl, 
And bids it low unbounded. Muſic too 
Joins her enchanting voice, and woos the ſoul 
With all her magic {kill of moving ſtrains: 

Till 
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Till the ſoft hour is melted into bliſs, 

Beyond the power of fancy, when her dream 

Is moon. and beauty, kind above reſtraint! 
 PRroOCLEs. 

Come on, then, Medon. Life is vainly ſhort 

A ſpan, a paſſing ſhadow : and when death 

Has quench'd this finer flame that moves the heart, 

Beyond is all oblivion, and waſte night 

That ſees no following dawn. Since then our fate 

No future knows, the preſent ſhall be ours ! 

And now, while, in her train, aſcending Night 

Leads on the revel-hour of free delight ; 

Gay, wild, without controll, in wanton ſtate, 

Let Muſic, Mirth, and Love, around us wait! 


The End of the Firſt AF. 


EZURY DICE | a 
ACT IH SCENE TL 
The ſcene, part of a rocky coaſt, at the bottom of the 
fortreſs, terminated by a view of the ocean. 
5 Lroxibas, alone. | 
Als way, a diſtant ſound alarm'd mine l 


Broken it ſeem'd to be, the voice of mourning | 


And deep diſtreſs : but all around is ſtill, 
Save, from theſe rocks, the hoarſe remurmuring deep, 


Thou filent moon ! ! and all ye powers unnam'd, 
Whoſe reign extends o er ſolitary night! 
Now guide my ſteps, to where the pale remains 
Of my lov'd maſter ly ; that weeping duty 
May pay the laſt fad rite—Ha ! what art thou ? 
A man ? or fear-form'd Shadow of the night ? 


SCENE II. 


? 


 LeoxiDas, Penzanpan, at the * of a a cavern, 
| PentanDER. | 


Leonidas! 
Lon 1D As, with amazement. 
The fame! but ſpeak again. 
e eee PeRranDeR, 
Leonidas! | 
Be | Leoxipas.. | 
331 (Ah! can it be, ye powers! 


$4 My Royal Lord 
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Fan: 
A wretch that has no name! 
Leonipas. | | 


Oh all ye gods ! may I believe my ſenſes! 
Tis he, my prince Juſt heaven, to thee 1 kneel, 
And thus adore thy great directing hand! EI 
5 is moſt amazing 
+. . PRRIAN DER. 
3 Riſe, Leonidas : 

I am u beneach thy care. Thou ſeeſt me here, 
Sav'd from the deep to be more loſt on aw. 


* 


| Leoxipas. 
| BE. My king and maſter, tho my heart bleeds i in me 1 
5 With all your mighty ills, I muſt again | 


Bleſs that good heaven whoſe: providence has ſav'd you. 
"Tis trange ! ds wonderous all But how, oh how 
Have you eſcap'd the tyrant's © open ſearch ? 

His ; poſted guards explor'd with firit _m 

Till cloſe of eve, each cliff and cave around. 

J FPERIANX DER. 67.7 

Hear then ae ben tale. My little fleet | 
Now ſail'd in ſight of Corinth, when at once 

Broad darkneſs hid the noon-day-ſun ; at once, 


With tempeſt on his Wing, the north - wind roſe, 
Upheav'd the deeps, and har dthem ge n ſurge 
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CCTV LECK 


| In mountains to the ſhore ! A ſtorm ſo fierce, 


So big with ruin, baffled our beſt {kill. 
Deſpair ſtruck every heart. The ſhip ran round 
In giddy whirls, and bulg'd on ſome hid rock. 


O diſmal moment! ſtill methinks I hear 


The general, dying ſcream of multitudes 


Juſt drowning in th' abyſs. How poor a thing 


Is a king then, Leonidas! —I graſp'd 
A floating wreck, the rude ſearoaring round me, 
And burſting o'er my head; but, bury'd deep 


Beneath the whelming tide, at once I loſt 


The light of heaven and life. A wave it ſeems 
Lodg'd me within a cavern's ſecret * 


Near this tall mountain. | 
LEoNniDas. 


Miracle of fate! 
Some god's immediate hand conducted it, 


_ Severely merciful.—But, fir, the prince — 


I tremble to enquire, and yet would know — 
What of his fate ? | 


PE RIAN DER. 
I know not what to think: 
But to be mine, it ſeems, is to be wretched. 


Half of my fleet, yet riding in the port, 


I left to his command, with ſtricteſt charge | 
| 2 
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To ſail ſome feèw hours after. It were vain 


To tell thee now the reaſon of my order. 
This ſtorm, I fear, may have 9 him too, 


Unhappy Polydore ! 


LeonIDAS, 
Vour own eſcape, | 
So full of wonder, and beyond all hope, 
Inclines me to ftrong faith that heaven 1s ſtill 
- Concern'd for your affairs. But to behold 
The firſt, and late the happieſt of mankind, 
At this dead hour, alone and wandering here ! 
No roof, but this cold cope of ſhadowy night, 
No couch, but this unhoſpitable earth | 
To ſhelter and receive ou — 
PERIANDER. 
Think me not 
So poor in ſoul, to ſtoop beneath the preſſure 
Of fortune's hand. That would be to deſerve it. 
But there is ill behind—O death to honor! 
One cruſhing blow that lays me low indeed ! 
That ſinks me in the duſt ! 
| LEeoniDas. 


What do I hear ? 


Your words amaze me. | 
X P ERIAN DER. 


How, Leonidas! 
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Surely thou art no ſtranger to my thought. 
Procles—EZurydice—Wilt thou not ſpeak 
To fave my blaſhes ! 


Leoxivpas. | 
| | With ſuch watchful care 
The tyrant's truſted ſpies obſerve her ſteps, 
That till this fatal evening, when by order 
Of Procles, I inform'd her of your death, 
I have not ſeen her once. 
| PERIANDER, 

Juſt what I fear'd, 
That guilty ſecreſy was well contriv'd 
To cover crimes too foul for honeſt eyes, 

And heaven's fair light to ſee. None, none but Procles 
Could gain admittance : and to him my gates, 
My fortreſs; nay my bed itſelf was open! 

LEoniDas, 

O wrong her not, my Lord. Had you but ſeen 
With what convulſive pangs of heart-felt anguiſh, 
What bleeding agonies, ſhe heard the tale 
Of your imagin'd death, your foul would melt 
In pity of her woes. This Procles too 
' Call'd down each power of heaven to witneſs for him, 
He meant her fair, Hers was the common cauſe 
Of kings, he ſaid, whoſe place and honor bound them 


„ To 


And add not to her wrongs. 


To me and mine for ever ! 


U 
To ſcourge rebellion, in whatever ſhape, 


Wherever found. And then what was her ſtate # 
Death in his ghaſtlieſt form, conſuming famine, 


Hung inſtant o'er her head. - O think of this, 


PERIANDER. 

Fa! wrong her, ſay'ſt thou? 
Anſwer me: has ſhe not entail'd difgrace, 1 
And vileneſs on my name? Has ſhe not made me 
The laughter of my foe, the ſcoff of Procles? 
O curſe ! is there in all the wrath of heaven 
A plague, a ruin, like that infamy ! 
Wrong her—T am too well inform'd of all ; 
Too certain of the bluſhful ſtain that cleaves 


LEONiDAS. 
Ah, my Lord, 
By all good powers, by your eternal quiet, 


1 beg you hear me 
PerIANDER. 


I have heard too much, 
Too much, juſt Gods ! to hope for quiet more, 
Thoſe fates inexorable, that purſue 
My life with utmoſt rigor, would not ſpare me | 
The knowledge of my ſhame. From my beſt friend 


Bluſhing | 
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Bluſhing I learnt it But haſt thou &er felt 


That heart of anguith ftab'd by murderous fears, 
And ſhuddering with ten thouſand mortal thoughts ! 
That tempeſt of the foul that knows no calm ; 


Tofling from love to hate, from doubt to rage, 
Fo raving agony ! | 


LSONID AS. 
O heaven and earth 

Truſt me, I weep: to hear fo fad a tale. 
PERIANDER. | 

I'll tell thee all! for oh! my ſoul is full, 
And muſt bave vent. My aking memory, 
Still fruitful to my torture, brings again 
Thoſe days, thoſe months of horror I have known. 
Abandon'd to diſtraction , I renounc'd 
The commerce of mankind. I ſought to vent 
My ravings in the wildneſs of the woods ; 
To hide my ſhame in their profoundeſt night. 

The morn ſtill brought it back: the midnight-ſhade 
Could not conceal it. Her lone echoes groan'd 
Unceaſing with my pangs : and her fad ghoſts, 


© 


Forbid to reſt even in the grave, in me 
Beheld a ſoul more loſt, more curſt, than they, 


| C4 ; 
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O Sir, no more 

PERIANDER, 

When I recall'd the paſt, 
Life's vernal months, the downy hours of peace 
And unſuſpecting love; our growing joys 
In rearing one lov'd ſon; that heaven of bliſs 
Which princes ſeldom find, and was all ours; 
My ſoul dy'd in me. Solitary, wild, 
J wept, I groan'd, in bitterneſs of heart. 
But when curſt Procles flaſh'd on my remembrance, 
My known, my deadly foe — that he of all, 
That he had made her vile! *twas then, 'tis now. 
Rage, fury, madneſs.—You at laſt arrous'd me 
To thoughts of vengeance. With all ſpeed 1 ſaib d, 
Feeding my frenzy with the gloomy joy 
Of ſtabbing the betrayer in her ame; 
Of plunging both to hell but this curſt orm! 1 
Theſe treacherous waves! 

Leonipas. | 

Ve gods! what have I heard! 

Alas! alas! all waves, all ſtorms, are calms 


To Jealouſy. O my lov'd Lord, beware 
Of that — chat ſelf-rorturin 8 fend, 


R DTTC a 
Who loves his pain, and feeds the cruel cares 
That prey upon his life; whoſe frantic eye 
Is ever open, ever prying round 
For what he dreads to find. 
Do PERIANDER, 

| By All thoſe horrors 
Thou haſt deſcrib'd ! my crime deſerves them all. 
Think back with me—for thou alone wert preſent— - 
On that dread moment, when to his ſad couch 
| My father call'd me, dying as he lay! 
Then is the hour when all earth's glories fade 
| Before the cloſing eye! when Virtue's voice, 
Ambition, even in kings, will deign to hear! 
He heard it; bade me graſp her holy altar, 
And ſwear, that Corinth he had long enſlav'd, 
By me to all her rights ſhould be reſtor d. 
1 ſwore: I meant to keep the facred oath; 
But young, and fond of heart, too lightly weigh'd it, 
Againſt the blooming miſchief of her beauties, - 
That native noblenefs of Iook and air, 
Which lighted up the charms it ſanctify'd! 
Leſs than a throne I thought beneath her place. 
To ſee her there, ador'd by kneeling worlds, 


And blazing, from that height, in all ker beams, 
| „ | This, 
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This amorous folly was my ſource of guilt ! 
And, by heaven's hand, my ſource of ſorrow too! 
Tis juſt, tho dreadful ! J am puniſh'd moſt 
Where I had bid my foul be moſt ſecure 

Of „ for years! 


LEON I DAS. 


Vou judge your ſelf 

With 1 my Lord. Greece ne'er beheld 

| More virtue on a throne: and, till mad faction 
Their loyalty unhing'd, your people long, 
In their lov'd prince, a gracious parent own'd, 
For your afflicted queen, J hold her ſtill 

As pure as truth itſelf. This is, by heaven, 
Seme dark- laid treachery, the crime of Procles. 
P ERIAN DER. 

Of - Procles, ſay ſt thou? Kings may be ambitious ; ; 
May, for a ſceptre, ſoar to glorious guilt : 
But can a ſovereign ſink himſelf to baſeneſs ? 2 

| The baſeneſs of a lye? | 
LeoniDas. 
You know him not: 
Luſt and ambition are not all his crimes — 
But is this time, my Lord, for further talk ? 
Think where we are. I tremble for your life. 
The place is hoſtile ground: diſcovery here 


May 
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May find us out, tho ſhrouded round by night. 
Hence let us fly, where I may lodge your gp 


In ſome ſafe ſolitude — 
PERIANDER, 


Thou good old man ! 

By 3 thy matchleſs honeſty and truth 

Half reconcile me to diſgrace and ruin. 

Yet bluſhing let me tell thee all my folly — 

Might I but ſee Eurydice.—Nay ſtart not: 

I know *tis baſe. I know ſhe is beneath 

My cooleſt ſcorn. I hate and curſe this weakneſs, 


Yet — let me ſee her. If the ſtill has kept 
Her faith inviolate ; fallen as I am, 
My ruin will be light. If otherwiſe, 
To know the worſt will be ſoft ſoothing eaſe 
To this hot hell of doubt. 
Leonipas. 

I with you, Sir, 
To weigh the c certain peril that attends 
This raſh adventure. Should, which heaven avert, 
Should Procles guards diſcover you, oh think 
What muſt enſue! Think, in your * the —_— 
And A both ruin'd ! 

P ERIAN DBR. 
But my Genius prompts. 
ä Fate 
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Fate calls; and I muſt on. No face of danger 
Can be ſo dreadful as the vultur- thoughts 
That gnaw my heart-ſtrings. But we both are ſafe. 
'The moon withdraws her light : and who will dream 
Of finding Periander in this ruſſet? 
This, when the ſtorm grew big, I threw around me; 
That, if I periſh'd then, my vulgar fate 
Might ever reſt unknown; and Procles fill 
Sit trembling on his throne—But hark, what ſounds * | 
| -_ - Lronibas. 

The Tyrant thus diſhonors fortune's favor 

| By this mean pomp and triumph—Yet tis well. 
Now riot rules the hour, and watchful order 
Reſigns his poſt to diſſolute ſecurity. — 
We now may paſs unqueſtion'd. Some kind god 
Precede us, and throw tenfold darknefſs round! 


SCENE Mk - 


EuRyDICE, alone. 
O night of ruin, horror, and deſpair !. 
Walks there beneath thy univerſal ſhade 
A wretch like me undone ? All-ruling gods ! 
Why have Iliv'd to this? Why was my crime 
Viſited on the guiltleſs head? on him 
For 
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Tor whom my ſoul would have met death with joy? 
What hope remains to miſery like mine ? 
Oh! I am loſt, beyond the hand of heaven 


To ſave me now ! 


S 


EuRYDICE, MkELISssA. 
Me Liss. 
f Cluhaſte Juno guard you, madam! : 
Watching for good Leonidas, this moment 
I ſaw the tyrant croſs the lower court, 
Attended by his minion : as new riſen 
From the mad midnight's feaft ; his wanton robe 
Looſe-flowing from behind, and on his head 
A feſtal wreathe of rpſee 
| EvRypice. 


Ah! he's here. 


SCE * 


PROCLES, EURYDICE, MELISSA, MEnON.. 


| ProOCLEs. 
Parent of joys ! inſpiring god of wine ! 
In whoſe gay train the graces with their queen, 
And 


| 
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Whom pity never knew. What then art thou? 


38 EURYDICE. 


And wit and winning eloquence are found, 
Come to my aid invok'd !—Eurydice ! 
Bright object of my vows ! Oh quench not thus 
In fruitleſs tears thoſe eyes, that wont to ſmile 
With all love's ſweetneſs, all his dewy beams, 
Diffuſing life around thee. 
Euz ypice. J. 

Hence, thou tyrant, 
And leave me to my ſorrows. Ills like mine 
Would draw remorſe and reverence from the ſavage, 


Whoſe brutal rage adds bitterneſs to woe, 
And anguiſh to the breaking heart ! 
858 PRocLxs. 
> "TT well.\ 
Yet have a care: my temper but ill brooks 
Upbraiding now. Be wiſe, and timely ſeize 
The minute of good fortune, that by me 
Invites thee to be bleſt. 
Erick. 
Talk'ſ thou of bliſs ? 
Thou bane of all my happineſs ! Caſt back, 
Caſt back thy guilty eyes, and view the crimes | 
Thy ſoul . . with! ! view my bleeding wrongs! 
| But 
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Pat heaven, whom thou haſt proudly ſet at nought, 
Will call thee to a dreadful reckoning. 

PRoOocLEs. 
No! 
The gods and I are friends: they crown my cauſe 
With favor and ſucceſs. Be thou too mine, 
And imitate the great example ſet thee. 
EuxxvpIcx. | 

Thou vain and blind in ſoul! the righteous gods, 
Oft, in their anger, cloathe, whom moſt they hate, 


Witz all the pride of fond proſperity, 


To make his fall more terrible. 
PROCLES. 
Confuſion ! 
Still ** and perverſe! Off then this tameneſs, 
Theſe ſupple, fawning arts. By all th' impatience 
That goads my ſoul, I will not flatter more. 
Know thou art in my power, and- 
Evnynice, 


Tyrant, nos 
This friendly dagger ſets me free. 


attempting to * — Fe 


PROCLES, 


Ha! what, 
What would thy Frantic runs, ? This is wildneſß, 


Te 


— 


mn. 
Th' extravagance of female wilfulneſs. 

It muſt not be: you ſhall be gently forc'd 

To live, and to be happy.—Slave, what means 
This rude intruſion ? 


SCENE Vi. 


| EuRYDicCE, PrROCLEs, an Officer, &c. 
| Orriokk. 
What I bring, imports 
My ſovereign's preſent ear. As now I walk'd, 
North of the poſtern-gate, my ftation'd round ; 
A ſtranger, lurking there, obferv'd and ſhun'd me. 
With ſeeming inattention on I paſs'd ; 
But inſtant rous'd the neareſt watch, return'd, 

And ſeiz'd him as he fled. His ſullen filence, + 
His hands oft rais'd to heaven with earneſt action, 


Aſſure me, he is of no common note. 
 ProcLEs. 
*Tis well. This vigilance deſerves our thanks. 


Go, {ce him brought before us. 


SCENE 


| 
| 
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Sc E N E VII. 
PERIAN DER, EURTDICE, PROCLEsS, &c. 
Eu vDIcE, afide. 
Oh ye powers! 
| | PERIANDER, 4½ de. 
Ha! poiſon to my eyes! £ 
PRO Es. 


| I know him not. 
He ſeems to labor with ſome ſtormy thought, 


That deeply ſhakes his frame. Who art thou ? ſay, 


Why at this hour of filence lingering here? 


Ha! ſpeak, reſolve me; or the rack ſhall tear 
Confeſſion from thy pangs. 


PERIANDER, ade. 


| Fate, thou haſt caught me-! 
But all is equal now, | 

to him. — 

Behold in me, 

The man on earth whom thou haſt injur'd moſt, 


If guilt can know remorſe, what muſt thou feel * 


At ſight of Periander ? | 
| PROCLES. 
Periander ! . 


EURYDICE. 


mn WIECT 


EuURYD1CE. 
| Now, now, we both are ruin'd. 
PROCLES. 
Heaven, I thank thee. 
I form'd but one ſupreme, one crowning wiſh, 
And thou haſt heard it! This is more than triumph 
__ Evnynice. 
O! my lov'd Lord— 
PERIAN DER. | 
Thou cant no more betray me. 
For thee, my foul till unſubdu'd and royal, 
Diſdains to parle with thine, 
ProCLES. 
Yet thou art fallen 
Beneath my wrath, the vaſſal of my nod, | 
To be chaſtis'd for mirth. Guards, drag him hence, 
And plunge him in the dungeon's depth, | 
| PERIANDER, 


: | Away, 
Unkingly boaſter. Can blind fortune's ſmile 
Debaſe thee to the cowardice of inſult? 
Thy brutal manners well revenge me on thee : 
They ſhew thee as thou art—My nobler part, 
Th' immortal mind, thy fury cannot reach: 
Thy whips and racks can there impreſs no wound. 


And for this . carcafs i in thy power, 
It 
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le is beneath my care. Lead to my dungeon. 
Chains, ſcourges, torture, all that Nature feels, 

or fears abhorrent, cannot ſhock my thought 

© Like thy loath'd fight, and that vile Woman's. On. 


SCENE VII 


EurYpice, PRoCLEs, MEL15ssa, MgDon. 
£2 | . EURYDICE, 
My lord, my huſband, ſtay—O hear me] hear me— 
= Shame! rage | diſtraction !—Cruel tyrant, off. 
uu follow him to death. 
| PROCLES. 
No. By the joys 
That ſwell my ſoaring thought, you ſhall not ſcape me. 
Revenge and love combine to crown this night 
With matchleſs bliſs, 
5 Eva rice. | 
Z Inhuman ! haſt thou eyes? 
| Haſt thou a heart? and cannot all this wreck 
WW Of ruin'd majeſty, ruin'd by thee, 
Move one relenting thought, and wake thy pity ? 


He feels not what I ſay : repeated crimes 
Have favag'd his remorſeleſs ſoul.— Hear then, 


Almighty Jove! behold, and judge the cauſe 


* 


of 
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Of Periander! number all his wrongs 
In plagues, in horrors— 
PrRoCLEs. 
| Fa! by hell, this raving 
But wings his fate. Since thy fond folly weds thee 
To ruin with this rival, know he dies ; 
This very night he dies: Thro him I mean 8 
To wound thy heart indeed. Thou ſhalt behotd him MW" 
When the rack ſtretches ſtrong his rending joints, | 
Burſts all his veins, and hunts the flying foul 
From limb to limb: then, when convulſive agony 
Grins hideous in his face, mangled and bleeding, 
In the laſt throes of death, thou ſhalt behold him. 
EuRYDICE. 


It is not to be borne! My life dies in me ; 
At the deſtroying thought—Ah ſtay thee, Procles —— WM 
Aſſiſt me, pitying Heaven !—See then, behold me | | 
Thus proftrate at thy feet. If yet thou haſt not 
Renounc'd all manhood, feeling, and remorfe, 
Spare me his life; ſave only that: all elſe, 

His crown, his throne be thine. 


PRocLEs. 
DODff, let me go: 

Thy words are loſt in air. | 
EuRyDICE. 
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EugR DICE. 


— Nay, hear me, Procles. 
A; is thy woe! in heaven's forgiving goodneſs, 
WS hut not th y heart againſt the cry of miſery. 

. 5 Baniſh us any whither; drive us out 

o ſhame, want, beggary, to every woe 

That moſt embitters life I yet will bleſs thee, 
Forget my crying wrongs, and own thee merciful. 
| ProcLEs, afide. 

W No—yes : it ſhall be ſo. Riſe then, and learn 

: Thy triumph o'er my fondneſs. He ſhall i 
This Periander whom I deadly hate. 

a Nay, more, he ſhall be free. Leonidas, 

with ſuch ſafe conduct as thyſelf ſnalt name, 
Attends him to our kingdom's fartheſt limit. 
nis, in the fight of Jove, I ſwear to do! 

5 So thou at laſt, with gentler ear conſent 

To hear my love—Ha! what! and doſt thou frown ? ? 
Weigh well what I propoſe; for on my ſoul, 
is life, or death, awaits thy next refolve. 


SCENE 
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| _ EvuryDpiIcCE. 
Then, kill me firſt — O ſcene of matchleſs woes! 
O Periander ! wert thou ſav'd for this? 
Ye holy powers in heaven! to whom belongs 
The fate of virtue, and redreſs of wrongs, ES 
Aſſiſt, inſpire me, yet to fave his life: 
Or, to the ruin d huſband, join the wiſe. 


The End of the Second Añ. 
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EuRYDIck, Mer 1554. | 
MEeL15sA. 


HI S chearleſs morning riſes ſlow and fad. 


: The frowning heavens are black with ſtormy 
| And, o'er the deep, a hovering night of fogs [clouds 
2 Lies dark and motionleſs, 
1 EukTDiez. 

5 That mournful face 

5 Of Nature is leſs gloomy than my ſoul : 

All there is darkneſs and diſmay. Ah me! 

Was ever night, Meliſſa, like the laſt ? 

A night of many terrors, many deaths! 

How has my ſoul out-liv'd it? But, great gods! 


Can mortal ſtrength, can human virtue bear 


What Periander feels? And what can I 


| , To fave his ſacred life? 


after a pauſe, 
Ha! is it heaven 
That darts this ſudden light into my ſoul ? 
This glimpſe of dawning hope ?—It ſhall be try'd. 
* yes, ye Powers *, my life and fame ſhall both 
® inetlings 


Be offer'd up to fave his dearer life. 


 Meuis54, 
8 


monde err 
5 | MeLiss A. 

Alas, what mean you, Madam? 

Eurpicx. 

| | Mean, Meliſſa? 

To do a noble juſtice on myſelf; 

A deed for which, in nations yet unborn, 

Chaſte wives and matrons ſhall renown my name. 

J have wrong'd my huſband greatly, and I mean 

Ample attonement of my guilty weakneſs. 

Go then, Meliſſ- 

| Me 115SAa. | | 

Wuhither muſt I go 


I tremble at your words. 
EURYDICE. 


| Pet it ſticks here, 
This fatal purpoſe. Can I leave behind me 
A doubtful name, inſulted, wounded, torn 
By cruel calumny ? I can ; I dare | 
Throw off the woman, and be deaf to all 
Thoſe nicer female fears that call fo loud, 
Importunate, and urging me to live 
Till J may clear my truth from all ſurmiſe. 
Go then; and in my name — Tis worſe than death 


To utter it but go, inform the tyrant, 


80 
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8o Periander lives, and is ſet free, 

I yield me to his wiſh. 
| MeL1ssA, 

- Forbid it, heaven ! 
EuRYDICE.- | 
| Thou faithful friend! know then my laſt reſolve. 
| By this, I mean ſome moments to amuſe 
His brutal hopes, and fave me from his violence, 
4 Till Periander is beyond his reach. 
Then, if he fill dare urge his impious purpoſe, 
| | Death ſets me free from all my wrongs for ever, 


SCENE II 


Eur vyYDice, LEON DAS. 


| EuRYDICE. 
Leonidas! 
LroniDas. 
Ah Madam! 
EvurTYDICE.' 
| Dare I atk. 
= Where Periander is—ah where indeed ? 
| I Chain'd in a dungeon's airleſs depth, amid 
r | D . Foul 
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Foul damps, and loneſome darkneſs ! Oh that thought 
Draws blood from my torn heart. 
Leonipas, | 
Juſtice divine ! 
In thy great day of viſitation, mark 
This man of blood. O let him feel the hand 
He dares to diſbelieve, 
Ere morning-dawn, 
Soft to the diſmal dungeon's mouth I ſtole, 
Where, by the glimmerings of a dying lam p- 
My great unhappy maſter I beheld 
Stretch'd on the cold earth's boſom — 
Eur ypice, f 
8 f Hide, O hide 
The fatal image from me 7 
LeONIDAS. | 
Yet even there, 
Where pale diſmay, the priſoner's drear aſſociate, 
Sits ever {ad and ſleepleſs, he could reſt. 
Superior to the cruel fate that cruſh'd him, 
He ſlept as deep as indolence on down. 
'Theſe eyes beheld it : and I would not break 
His wiſh'd repoſe, but, fix'd in filent wonder, 
Stood weeping o'er the ſight. 5 


% 


Eur vr-® 


EV A EB TEK or 
EURYDICE., | 
My fleeting life 
Expires at every word—But is there none, 
No power, the friend of ſuffering worth, to fave us? 
To turn again thoſe hearts eſtrang'd from duty, 
And arm them in their injur'd monarch's cauſe? 
LeoniDas. | 
If gods there are, which only madneſs „ 
His cauſe is theirs: and in their guiding hand, 
Weak inſtruments, even I, may yet do much; 
Tho verging on the fatal edge of life, 1 
With death's near vale in view. Thus then in brief. 
The people, brought by penitence to pity, 
To ſenſe of virtue, gather as by ſtealth: 
And in deaf murmurs vent their brooded ſpleen 
To Procles; vent too their indignant grief 
For Periander's wrongs. This, as I came, 
With joy I learnt. They beg my ſpeedieſt aid 
Of counſel and concurrence ; how this fort 
May ok, recover'd, and their king ſet free. 
Eu ric. 


May all the gods, who know thy pious — 
Reward thee to it's hei ight ! 


D:3 Les 
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LEONI DAs. 
„ Of that no more. 
Might I but ſee the tyrant, in ſome hour, 
Some guilty hour of riot, while his pride 
Plumes all her vaineſt wiſhes, hurl'd at once 
To ſwift perdition ; all my labors then, 
My counſels all, were greatly overpaid ! 
EURYDICE. 


He comes !—and honor ſickens at his fight. 


SCENE III. 


ProcLes, Mepon, LEON I DAS. 
 PrRocLEs. 


Leonidas, prepare thyſelf. with ſpeed : 
Some two hours hence, I ſend thee on a buſineſs | 


Of much concern. 
| LEONIDAS. 


*Tis-well, my Lord.—O 551 


F 


And unexpected chance ! 
SCENE 
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SCENE Iv. 


PROCLES, Mkpox. 
PROCLES. 
Methinks I droop 
With more than wonted heavineſs of heart. 
What ſhould it mean? Tis but impatient fondneſs, 
And fancy ſick with hope, The haughty fair 
Now meets my wiſhes : and, in her, I hope. 
That heaven imagin'd, that ſole bliſs, which yet 
My ſearch could never find. 
Mepox. 
It moves my Wonder 
To ſee your love thus wedded to one boſom : 
While crouds of rival-beauties in their may, 
Their freſheſt ſpring of opening youth and bloom, 
Aſſume each ſoftneſs, call up every charm, 
And all, for you alone. | 
PROCLES, 
Alas, my friend, 
Poor 1s the triumph over hearts like theſe : 
This hour they pleaſe us, and the next they pall. 
to ſubdue the pride that ſcorns to yield; 
D 3 To 
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To fill th* unwilling breaſt with Gghs and longings, 
With all the ſoft diſtractions of fond love, | 
Even while it ſtrives againſt th' invading victor, 7 
And wonders at the change; that, that is conqueſt 
The plume of pleaſure | and from her alone 
A gloty to be uon. 
1 Mbox. 
Well, may you find 
In this proud fair-one who enchants you thus, 
Whate'er imagination's fondeſt eye 
Eeholds in rapturous vifion ; or young love 
In all his wantonneſs of power can give. 
But yet, forgive your ſervant's forward zeal, 
Mean you to keep the promiſe you have made her ? 
N Paocr Es. 0 ; 


I mean no leſs. 


Mevox. | 
Pour pardon, Sir, tis well. 
But have you calmly weigh'd in Reaſon's ſcale 
The certain conſequence? Set free your rival! 


A ſoul made furious with his mighty wrongs! 


Poiling with hate, rage, jealouſy, revenge, 
With the full-gather'd ſtorm of deadly paſſions ! 


The 


* 


FUR DD 3 TM 5 5 
= The gods forbid it, Sir—And all to dry 
I A froward woman's tears ! | 
| PrOCLES, 
| N And yet, my faith 
Is given, to ſet him free. By that alone 
Her pride of virtue could be overcome. 
Medon—he ſhall be free !—for I will keep 
The vain illuſi ve promiſe to her ear: 
And break it to her hope. 
Me DON, 
Say how, my Lord 7 
ProcL As. 
Such inbred enmity my ſoul bears his, 
As Nature bears to ruin ; to the grave, 
Where the whole man deſcends to riſe no more. 
Hear then what | intend. There is a ſort, | 
That guards our frontier on the Theban fide. 
That way our foe muſt paſs ; but thou ſhalt firſt 
Poſt thither on the ſpur with wary ſpeed : 
And with a choſen band, from thence drawn forth, 
Way-lay him on the farther hill, cloſe couch'd 
Amid thoſe pendant woods of broadeſt ſhade, 
That hide the path below : nor let his friend 
Eſcape thy ponyard's aim. 
IF 4: Mzoovw. 
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MzEpox. 
Conclude it 1 

Sleep ſhall not know my eyes, till theirs are clos'd 
In everlaſting night. As to his priſon 
T led him forth, and would have ſooth'd his ſorrows ; 
Proud and indignant, he repell'd my pity. 
J was, he ſaid, a tyrant's loweſt ſlave, 4 
His paraſite, the pandar of his luſts. | 
My turn is now : and now I will repay him, 
For each opprobrious name, a mortal ſtab! 
Inſult and ſcorn, embittering every blow, 
Shall give him ſevenfold death! 

P ocrEs. . 
So now to try 
His heart's laſt firmneſs. Go, my truſted friend, 
Command him hither. 5 


SCENE V. 


ProOCLEs, alone. 
| No. I cannot bear 
That haughty look ere, that untam'd ſpirit, 
They baffle my revenge, and 1 ſtill miſs 
My nobleſt triumph; for I meant to bend him 


To baſe dejection; meant to feaſt my ſcorn 
With 
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with his pale cheek and ſupplicating eye. 
But I will hunt this pride thro each receſs, 
Each maze and cloſer folding of the ſoul, 

Til I have found his weakneſs —]Jealouſy ! 
= Almighty tyrant of the human mind, 
Wo canſt at will unſettle the calm brain, 
= Ocerturn the ſeated heart, and ſhake the man 
Thro all his frame with tempeſt and diſtraction; 
Riſe to my preſent aid! call up thy powers, 
Thy furious fears, thy blaſts of dreadful paſſion, 
Thy whips, ſnakes, mortal ſtings, thy hoſt of horrors * ſ. 
Rouſe thy whole war againſt him, and compleat 
wy purpos'd ven Senf he comes to wu it. 


SCENE VL 


7 Paocrks, PERIANDER, MEDoN, GUARDS» 
= | PRO LES, advancing. | 

I have to talk with thee, as man with man; 

As one, who ſenſible to human chance, 

Sees, 1 in thy fate, what once may be his own : 
Who wars not with th' unhappy, but can ve 
To ſuch a foe his pity. 
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PERIAN DER. 
| Tis an alms 
For ſouls reſembling thine; I ſpurn it back. 
He wants no o pity, who is bravely wretched. 
Proctts. 
Conſider yet ; thy crown is inmy power: 
Thy life depends upon my nod — 
PERRIAN DER. t 
| And therefore 
To me tis load : but let the Gods, who thus 
Diſpenſe thy fate and mine, account for 22 
And Vindicate their Juſtice ! | 
PROCLES. 
Yet, be cles, 
The noble mad meets every change of fortune, 
Unruffled and ſerene. I, tho thy toe, 
Perhaps intend thee good 
PeRIANDER. 
Such good, the tyger, 
Hungry for blood, intends his maſter'd prey! 
But know, my heart receives, with equal ſcorn, 
Thy hate and hollow love. I am not fallen, 
By thy ſuperior ſword or braver deed ; 


- It was the guilt of fate! 


- 'PROCLES, 
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PgocrEs. 


That fate is ſtill 
My faſteſt friend : and 1 can grant unmov'd 


Full licence to thy railing. All thou haſt been, 
All thou canſt wiſh ; thy throne, thy freedom, all 
Hang on my nod, 


PRRIAN DER. 
. Ha! doſt thou boaſt af that 
But thou wilt never know, how poor a purchaſe 
Is empire gain'd, for faith and honor loſt ! 
| a5 Ps ocr Es. 
Succeſs alone is honor: and applauſe 
Waits ever in his train. My actions all 


Are vindicated in th' approvin g homage 
Of f crouds, that kneel around and hail my name?! 


PRIANDER. 
Thy heart, even then, even in that flatter d moment, 
Diſſents within; and loudly gives the ly 
To all this adulation at thy feet. 
Guilt knows not happineſs. By a king's honor 4 
Not univerſal rule ſhould bribe my ſoul 
To —_ her fate for thine ! | 
D 6  Proctes, 


Un 
PROCLEs, 
| And yet the difference 
. Is plain to ſee. Thy virtue and theſe bonds 
I weigh, in even ſcale, againſt the crown 
And ſceptre of fair Corinth. Yes, while theſe, 
Th' exalted aim of each great heart that dares 
Beyond the narrow ſcope of earth-born ſpirits, 
While theſe are mine, I envy not thy tribe 
A ſound, an empiy name. 
PERIANDER, 

0 The maſk 1s Aa: . 
And thou appear: ſt thyſelf. It joys my ſoul 
To find the man, who bears me mortal hate, 
At war too with the gods ! Tis full revenge! 
But ſpeak thy glorious acts. Thou haſt undone 
A woman — and a vile one | Ves, ye Powers! 
This hero, this fair warrior, well deſerv'd 
To fill my vacant feat : he won it nobly ! ; 
Diſſembling, per; ury, the coward's arms 
With theſe, he fought his virtuous way to empire! Y 
Thou ſeeſt I know thee. | 

Paocrks. 
Doſt thou preach to me 


The pedant-maxims of philoſophers ; 5 
8 © Slaves, 
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Slaves, who to ſhades and ſolitude condemn'd, 
5 Pine there with all- ſhun'd penury and ſcorn? 
= Souls of ſuperior order, plac'd beyond 
| Their little ſphere, move on in larger orbs. 
Againſt a foe, my deadly bane—and ſuch 
I held thee ever force and fraud alike 
Are lawfully employ'd. As I have won, 
I mean to wear thy crown. Thou may'ſt the while, 
If I vouchſafe thee freedom, court retreat 
In ſome vile cell; and there grow poorly old, 
Amid the talking tribe of moraliſts. 
N | PERIAN DER. 
Thro this falſe face of arrogance, I read 
Thy heart of real terror and diſmay. | 
Hence, all theſe coward-boaſts. The truly brave, 
Invincible to fortune's frown or flattery, | 
Know neither fear nor inſult—But T would not, 
As thou ſurmizeſt, dream out uſeleſs life 
In loth's unactive couch: and tho I ſhun 
Thy ſhameful road to conqueſt ; glory ſtill, 
That glory which from noble deeds takes birth, 
Has been my fair purſuit ; the polar ſtar, 
To guide my life's wide courſe in war and peace 
In war, when honor led me to the field, 
„ Greatly 
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Greatly to triumph, or as greatly fall! 
In peace, to rule with mercy as with juſtice, 
And, on their duty, build my people's bliſs— 
But why this talk to thee ?—I am to blame: 
Tis what the honeſt. ear alone can taſte. 
\ PRocLEs, 
Mine thou wilt find more open, than thy vain 
And haughty choler would — for my ſoul longs 
To prove thy higheſt daring ! and to meet thee 
Amid the din and peril of the battle! 
Thy life is in thy hand: thou art no more 

Our priſoner. This moment ſets thee free. 

| - PERIANDER, 
How ! but thou dar'fl not—Could I find thee there! 
In open day, and honorable arms! 1 | 
Oppoſing war to war, as monarchs ſhould ! _ 
That our embattled legions, front to front, 
While we betwixt them met, might judging ſee 
Whoſe ſword, with keener edge, deſcending fell ! 

' Who beſt could earn the lawrel-wreathe of fame 
For that wiſh'd hour, I could forgive thee all "wp 
My throne uſurp'd, theſe ſlave- like bonds, the ſhame 
I have endur'd—but hopes like theſe are vain ! 

The fears that haunt thy ſoul—- 


PROCLES» 


- ” 


SUAYTDI1T HK 6; 
\ PrOCLEs. - 
Strike off his chains. 
| Haſte, find Leonidas. Bid him prepare 
To guard the priſoner to our kingdoms frontier : 
There, leave him at full liberty, to ſhape 
His fatare courſe. 
| PontanDeRs | 


Dares guilt then be ſo ae ? 
ProcLEs. 


Go; fee my orders inſtantly performed. 


Medow and guards retire, 


es. 
Ah heaven *—Say, ſpeak ; haſt thou put off thy nature, 
The tyrant's jealous cruelty, for one, * Aſide, 
Who loathes all obligation 
PROCLES. 
Well it may 


Surprize thy foul ; 'twas what I never meant thee, 
But that fond woman, who ſubdues my heart 

To all her wiſhes, and Rill pitys thee, 

By idle blandiſhments extorted from me 

A ſolemn vow, to {end thee hence, 
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PERIANDER. 
Confuſion!— : 
Hear — ye powers of vengeance!—Villain! ſlave! : 
What thee !  perdition! ! thee !—O curſe! | 1 
PRrOCLES, 


5 _ *Tis done! 
And he ſhall ſee her, while this fury blinds him: 
They meet no op on earth ! 


SCENE VII. 


PertanDuR, alone. 
| | See this, juſt gods I. 

My foe and yours, the man who bids defiance 

To all heaven's laws, ſins on without re proof! 
Nay triumphs in his guilt ! and She, yes She 

Hath join'd his triumph o'er me !—Shall I call 

Your thunder on their heads ? or are it's bolts 

Stor'd up for me? reſerv'd, to ſtrike no crimes 

But mine alone ? O be it ſo: Ibow _ 

My will to yours. © I here confeſs your Juſtice, 

With equal horror of my ſelf, and her 

Who caus'd my crime, and is it's puniſhment! 
Thus then, I tear her from my breaſt—She comes! 


enn 
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SCENE VUL 


PERIANDER, EURYDICE. 


EURYDICE. 
He muſt not know my heart's determin'd purpoſe ; ; 
That I am fix'd to dy. after a pauſe. 


O Periander !— 


And i is it chus we meet again 
| PERIANDER. 


| Boehold! 

She comes prepar'd—By hell! ſhe weeps a ly ! 
EuURYDICE, 

O now, ye powers that pity human woes, 
Aid and inſpire me Sir —Ah is that name, 
Coldly reſpectful, for a ſcene like this ? 
You turn away : your eyes with loathing ſhun 
This wretch, whoſe ſhameful fears drew after them 
The total ruin that involves us both ! 
That guilt is mine ! Why did I ſhrink at danger ? 
At inſtant fate in view ? Why not endure 
All pangs, all horrors of beſieging famine ? _ 
Alas! my Lord — But O your impious ſubjects, 
To what have they reduc'd us? 


PERI- 
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Parr ANDER. 

No, not they : 
Betrayer ! thou alone haſt made me wretched. 
Diſloyalty in them was common guilt : 
They were not truſted with a monarch's honor! 
That gem of deareſt price was in thy keeping ; 
Was lodg'd with none but thee—And now, where is itt | 
O death to glory! thou haſt ſunk my name 
Into a proverb of reproach ! a word 
For ribbald-ſcorn to mock at! 

Evgypice. | 

| O dire error! 
By holy faith! I never was diſloyal. 
Diſeaſe and death ſhock not my apprehenſion 
Like this imputed guilt—lI dare no more. 
But haſte, my Lord, fly from this fatal ſpot ! 
O fave your life, while yet 'tis in your power 

| PERIANDER. 

And haſt thou vilely barter'd, for that life, 
Thy truth, and my fair fame ? By yon bleſt heaven! 
I could have borne all woes that wretchedneſs 
Groans under, age, affliction, pining anguith : 
And borne them like a man. I could have ſmil'd 
At fortune's keeneſt rancor—But to know 
' : My 
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1 | My honed deceiv'd in thee . there I ſink ! 
T here, manhoad, reaſon die! - 
EURYDICE, 
What are, ye powers! ! 

= The ſcourges, tortures, all that cruelty 
Hath yet contriy'd—what are they all to this ? 
This infamy that kills the ſoul itſelf ? 

But I will riſe beyond my ſex's weakneſs. 

True glory bids : and here, at her ſtern altar, 

My truth, my fame, what moſt enobles life, 

I offer up with joy.—Loſe not a thought 

On me. Your dearer life employs me whole. 
Preſerve it : fly, O fly, while yet you may. 

For ſhould the tyrant his ſworn faith recall, 
We then — were both undone! 
= PERIANDER. 

And thou canſt weep? 

Theſe tears are daggers here, Their ſource is known. 
I read thy heart thro all it's ſtudy d falſchood. 

Thou haſt diſhonor'd, ruin'd me: and now—— 
cannot go too ſoon !—lt has been thus | 
Thro all recorded time ! the ſight of him, 

Of that fond wretch who truſts and is betray'd, 

Is to the baſe betrayer ever hateful ! 


Was 2. 


Eu xr x- 
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EURYDICE. 


O hard to bear !—But what are life and fame, 
To faving him ? 


P EIRIANDER. 
I go—A whirlwind's wind 


Were ſlow to ſnatch me hence Vet ſay, ſpeak, tell me, 9 


How have 1 merited this ſhameful fate ? 
What was my crime? Can all-beſtowing love 
Do more, than mine for thee ? When 1 call back 
The days that are no more - thou wert my ſum 
Of happineſs! My doating fondneſs lull'd 
It's hopes, it's fears, it's wiſhes in thy boſom ! 
O earth and heaven !—and Im Hury dies | — 
Thou could ſt betray me! 

EURYDICE. 

O this is too much. 

I Said have dy*'d—that heaven and earth can tell— 
To ſave thy life But we will periſh both ! — 
Thy tears diſtract me—l will tell thee all! 


4/4. 4 


PExIANDER. 
Am I a king? a man? Tis moſt ignoble 
To be thus ſhook with paſſion, 


returning. 
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EuRTDICER. 

5 | Hear, my Lord— 

. Let me : aſſail thy heart, by what on earth 

7 Can touch it moſt—O, by the honor'd name 

3 Of thy great father! by the ſacred urn 

y That holds his ſlee ping duſt ! which theſe ſad eyes, 

In thy mourn'd abſence, with true tears bedew'd ! 


'L Yet hear me ſpeak— 
3 PERIANDER, 

X What has thy frenzy utter'd ? 
78 Thy wordi have rous'd, have arm'd with all her ſnakes 
3 The fury, conſcience !—yes, ſhe darts them all | 
5 Thro my ſtung boſom—And my father too — 8 
7 Lo! fee! methinks, from death's eternal night, 

7 His awful ſhade aſcends! That look ſevere, 

2 That ſpeaking frown upbraids my breach of faith, 
My violated vow ! and points at thee, 

The ſole, th? accurſed cauſe of all my guilt! 

2 t is enough—Return, O gracious form, 

5 | | Return to reſt! that guilt ſhall be atton'd, 
Before thy Manes here, and in the fight 

Of all-beholding Jove! I thus abjure, 

Abandon, caſt her from my ſoul for ever ! 
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EuRY- 


— 


Grant me a moment, this laſt moment's pity. 85 
- Here will I bang, grow to thy knees Ves, ſpurn me, 


Thou too, i ? Nay then | 85 


= EUMYTDICHK 


my 


D 
It muſt not, ſhall not be. By our paſt loves | 
By the dear pledge of our unſully'd flames ! 


Drag this bare bleeding boſom on the ground ; 

Yes, treat me as the vileſt ſlave—but hear me! 
P RERIAN DER. 

Away, away—* Ah heaven, what new alarm ? 3 

* trumpets /ound, = 


Again —1 am the ſport of fortune 


SCENE IX. 


PRIAN DER, EURYDICE, 
Medon at the head of one party, who carry the 
queen aWay, Leonidas at the head of another 
who remove the ting. 


M por. 


S . „ 

JJ d I OP 

SC ( p ̃ò ↄ Pp“ /,«ͤ» Nm ED 

N 8 F ry RS thay ISAS 2 4 VCC 

Nane 1 * 8 — $222 N + xy. Io 3 N "a 
* 8 0 Be Bot * OLA £ ; 


0 . 
e 
erg . 


Y > # 9 29. * 
F 
VV 
oy e 


FSJ Wh IN og RT 
eas VCC 
VJ 
n r ä 
3 . : 
» * 1 e GE Ne ; 
. b - % 


Fly 
Secure the queen. 
| EuRYDICE. | 
My Lord—farewel for ever ! 
PERIANDER. 


4 


SCENE X. 


LeoxiDas, alone. 
He ſees not 

My ſecret ſoul—But, O ye powers who rule 

| The fate of empires! now a monarch aid 

| Now bleſs his arms, and teach mankind to know, 
t ſovereign Juſtice ſways the world below |! 
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EuRYDICE, MELISSA. 
Ex Dick. 


And hark! no ſound, no breath of human voice; 
But dumb and death- like ſtillneſs reigns around. 
And now ſtruck fancy peoples the lone void 
With fears of horrid form But what can fate? 
What can the wrath of all the gods inflict 
Beyond what I have known ? 
; Marissa. 
| My gracious Miſtreſs, 
This awful moment is perhaps the crifis 


Of all your future life. Leonidas 7 
In haſte bore hence the king, moſt ſure to fave him 
From his dire foe : or at the people's head 


Once more to place their ſovereign, and reſtore 
You to your former ſtate, 

EURYDICE, 
| | All otherwiſe 
My Ghodghts forebode—T know his heart is ſhut, 
For ever ſhut againſt the voice of love. 


1 „„ Fd 


hat may this mean? the gloomy band of ruffians 
That bore me hence, all fled, I know not how, 
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E U N D 1C-E 73 
= What then remains to hope? This fort perhaps, 
5 My ſplendid priſon : here to wear out lite, | 
Forgot, or ſhun'd, unpity'd, or unknown. 
And dare I live with public infamy ? 
A theme of ſcorn for man's licentious talk ? 
For woman's cruel pity ? In that thought, 
Death's keeneſt dart has ftab'd my ſoul already 
And what comes after is not worth my fear. 


MeLIssA. 


1 Ono: juſt heaven, that ſees your innocence, i 
Has yet in ſtore—Ah whence theſe ſhouts?—Beho!d, 
Haſte in each ſtep and fear in every eye, 
What crouds are this way flying ! 
EuRvYDpiCE. 
| Can it be? 
Will fortune ſmile at laſt? By all my hopes, 
They are the tyrant's friends ! Meliſſa, ſee, 
Their broken numbers to the fortreſs bend. 


MzL155a. 
d now, with eager ſpeed they climb th' aſcent 
. 5 oth winding leads to us. 
=_— EuRYDICE. 


But who is He, 


That like the god of war flames foremoſt yonder ? 
See his ſword lighten, and the foe fly ſcattering 


You, 1. © E 


From 


I E UR Y DIe k. 


From his tempeſtuous arm! Ha - yes O heaven! 
Tis he, *tis he himſelf, *tis Periander ! 
O miracle: He looks again a monarch, 
Dreadfully glorious. Throw, ye powers! your ſhield 
Of providence before him ; think on all 
His cauſeleſs wrongs, and do him juſtice now. 

Me L1ssA. 


Ah ! Procles comes. 


8 IE 


S , NE H. 
gers followed by a party of his guards, 


Eukxrpick, ME 1.1554. 
PrRoCLES. 
Confuſion ! all is loſt. 
That traitor has undone me: and thoſe ſlaves, 
The falſe Corinthians, join my mortal foe. 
Of hope abandon'd, and the gods averſe, 

What now remains? — The queen! by heaven, tis wel 
Their boaſted triumph is not yet complete. : 
Yes, ſhe is mine; and I am conqueror ſtill! | 

* You, . this woman thro the poſtern gate 
* t0 one par 
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Down to the ſouthern hows: : I fail this moment 
F or Epidaurus. * You. the while make head 


1% andtit 


Again : 


SUR DB ICGHK 
Againſt the near purſuit, and bar it's progreſs 
Till ſhe is ſafe. This is my laſt great ſtake, 
Of dearer price than victory. Away, 


* 
i, 


Eu Rx YDICE. | 
No, Tyrant: I will die firſt. Off, baſe ſlaves! 
Dare earth-born peaſants with unhallow'd touch 
Thus violate the majeſty of kings ? 


SCENE III. 


Evurvyopice, PaocrEs, M po, &c. 
NME Do. 


Undone! undone! The poſtern-gate is ſeiz'd, 
That curſt Leonidas | 


PROCLES. 
Ha!] ſay'ſt thou, Medon ? 
Mzpoxsx. 
By hell, our foes ſurround us on each hand. 
We are taken in the toil, = 
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PRO LES. 
Unequal powers! 
N Aud have you then deceiv'd me? rais'd me high 
1 With traiterous kindneſs, but to plunge me — 
Ta this abyſs of rum ? Does the man, 
Whom late my foot could ſpurn, behold my fall ? 


E 2 And 


76 tren. 
And fall I thus? my great ambition daſh'd ? 
My love unſatisfy'd ? Shall he yet revel 

In her fond arms, and hear her curſe my name ? 
No: ſpite of heaven my ruin ſhall be glorious, 
A pomp of horrors. I will make this day 
For ever mournful to his aking heart, 

Yes, he ſhall weep in blood amid the ſhouts 
Of victory. One blow deſtroys his triumph, 


And levels him at once to my deſtruCtion. * 
* Lo draws a da gger. 
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EuRYDICE. 
Strike, tyrant, and compleat thy monſtrous crimes, 
See, thou pale coward, ſee a woman braves 


Thy guilty dagger's point. 
PROCLES. 


Some power unſeen 
Arreſts my lifted arm ! and death-cold dews 
Of ſhivering horror creep all oer my frame! 
| But ſhall I loſe this moment? No, my heart ! 5 
Be ſtrongly barr'd againſt all tender feelings; N 
Againſt all warnings of thy hoſtile gods. 
"Tis done 


SCENE 


E U n 77 


S e E 


Pol TDORE, LEONIDAS, Eu TDI E, PROCLEs, 
Soldiers. 
PoLYDORE, puſhing back W 


evith his lauce. 
Aſſaſſin, no. „800 and diſarm him; 
| * /o his ſoldiers. 
A life ſo pretious is all heaven's concern, 
My mother! | 
Eur YDICE. 
O my ſon! 
Por YDORE. 
Tranſporting joy! 
Ev RYDICE, 
O ecſtacy ! and do I fee thy face? 
And do J hold thee in my trembling arms? 
Thou darling of my love ! thou early heroe : ! 
O thou haſt ſav'd us all ! 
PoLY BORE. 
This, this is triumph! 
And I can aſk of bounteous heaven no more. 


Was ever joy fo full ? This feeble arm, 


O pride to think ! has fav'd the ſacred lives 
From whom I drew my own. 
E 3 Eur Y- 
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78 RUR. 
EuRYDICE. 
And is this poſſible 5 
What ſhall I 47 ?—But language all is poor, 
To ſpeak the ſoft effuſions of my ſoul. 
O Polydore ! did ever parents know 
Such tranſports as do thine ! Did ever ſon 
Deſerve ſo well of parents? 
| Proctss. 
| Furies part them! 
This Gehe i is hell s worſt pains ! 
— Evnynice. 
Leonidas ! 
I aw thee not before; indodd I could not : 
My eyes, my ſoul were fi d ſo full on him — 
But ſay, redouble this day's bliſs, and ſay, 
Whence this amazing change, 
| PoLYDORE. | 
Yet fafe in port, rode out the fearful ſtorm. 


7] hen fail'd at eve, ſuch was the king's command: 


And ere aſcending morn unveiPd the fcy, 

Led þy heaven's guiding * ſecurely made 
Ihe wiſh'd- for land. 

LroniDas, 


There, of his father's fate 
Inform'd 


EU D-L-0 79 
Inform'd by me, this gallant royal youth, 
LNo moment loſt, pour'd forth his eager troops: 
And at their head, ſwift as heaven's darted fire, 
= Summon'd at once and ſhook the walls of Corinth — 
Which open'd wide her arms to take him in. 
His fortune ſpeaks the reſt. | „ 
EuRYDICE. 
"Tis wonderous all! 
What god preſerv'd the kin g? 
Leoxibas. 
Struck with deſpair, 
The tyrant had to preſent death devoted 
His ſacred head, I counſel'd, and prevaild— 
Procles ſtill thought me his—in bonds to hold him 
As our ſure pledge of ſafety, ſhould ſucceſs 
Deſert our arms. The following moment ſaw him 
Free from his chains, and foremoſt in the fight — 
And hark! theſe joyous ſtrains proclaim his triumphs 
EURYDICE. | 
Retire, my ſon ; I would not meet him here. 


E 4 SCENE 


85 EN 


8 e E N E v. 


PrRIAN DER attended, LxoNIDAS, ARISTON, 
PRoclLEs, MEpon, 5 


BE | PERTANDER aſide. W 
She flies — but hence that — At length, thou 
tytant, * 
. * advancing temards Procles. 
At n the meaſure of thy crimes 1s full. 
Thy high-plum'd pride lies humbled in the duſt : 
And awful Juſtice comes, array'd in terrors, 
To make enquiry for the guilt that fwells 
Thy black account—ButI will check my heart, 
Nor learn of thee to triumph o'er the fallen. 
Bear him to priſon, N 
PRecr Es. | 
Yet, J will be free, 
And ſoon beyond thy power. Knowing the worlt, 
I laugh at all to come. 
PERIANDER to Mepon, 
For thee, thou vile one, 
Thou pander to thy maſter's luſts, thou ſycophagt — 
The moſt pernicious preſent angry heaven 
Can make to princes whom it means to blind, 
And ruia beyond mercy—thy juſt doom 


2 VR TT BECK 


1 inſtant. Spurn this ſlave into the 1 

The furious people, whom his earth- born pride 
Has trampled on, and numerous rapines beggar d, 
Will find th' oppreſſor out, and as they tear 

His guilty limbs, think all their wrongs o'erpaid.. 


SCENE VI. 


a Leonipas, ARISTON. 
PERIANDER, 

Leonidas, my father and preſerver, 
Riſe to my grateful arms. The joy that ſmiles 
Upon thy brow adds brightneſs to the morn. 
This wonderous revolution of my fate, 
That gives me greatly back my crown and name, 
" Rejoices me yet leſs, than that I owe 

The gift to thee. - 
1 LEONID AS. 
O ſacred Sir, forbear. 
The tranſport to behold you thus again 
Is dear reward. Now your old man can ſay 
Hie has not liv'd in vain. Ye bounteous powers! 
Diſmiſs me now in peace; for I have ſeen _ 
= maſter bleſt ! 
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82 ZUR -h ⁰ gf) 
Such matchleſs goodneſs. But I will repay hee 
A way more pleaſing to a ſoul like thine ; 
By running ſtill in debt to all thy virtues. 
Thou know'ſt th* unhappy, envy'd ſtate of kings; 
How perilous the height ſo near to heaven: 
All round is preciꝑice! Be near me ſtill. 
Be ſlill my guide, and ſave me from the ſnares 
That thus belet me: fave me from myſelf. 
 Leoxipas. = 
My y heart can only anſwer at my eyes, 
In tears of Joy and wonder—But, my Lord— 
O may I dare to ſay—another care | 
Demands your preſent thought, | 
PERIANDER. 
 Ha!—" Yes, my friend, 
„ 
Of that we'll talk anon; but now I wiſh ” 
An hour of privacy.—Arifton, ſtay | : 
S R 5 
PERIANDER, ARISTON. 15 
P RIAN DER. 2 
Tt us far I have repreſs'd the ſtorm within; | 
Held down it's furious heavings : but they now ; 
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EU RT EC 
Shall have full low. I am once more a king ; 
ly foe is in my hand, and breathes this air 
But till I doom him dead : yet is not he 
So curſt, ſo ruin'd as his conqueror! 
| AkISTON. 
What do I hear, my Lord? 
| PERIANDER. 
Ah! good Ariſton, 
The 13 of thy tale were true. She has, 
She has betray'd me ! 
| ARISTON, +» 
Since the queen is fallen, 


There i is no truſt in woman 
| PerIlanDER. 


Nor no hope 
For wretched Periander. Not the grave 


Can hide me now from ſcorn : not length of days: 


Will wear out this. O never-dying ſhame! 
Worlds yet unfound will hear it: and where'er 
The guilty tale is told, my fate will raiſe 
Baſe mirth, or baſer pity. 
ARISTON, 
Could the queen 
* to a thought of Procles ? Falſe fond ſex ! 


E 6 Unkx'd 
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mn ECR 
Unfx'd by reaſon, ever wandering wild, 


As fancy whirls, from folly on to folly, 
From vanity to vice. My gracious Lord, 


She is beneath your anger. Caſt her out 


From all your ſoul, and be yourſelf again. 
Reſume that reaſon. 


PertANDER, 

Say'ſt thou? Ah, can reaſon 
Arreſt the whirlving's wing? or quench the foreſt, 
Struck by the hand of Jove, when all its woods 
In one broad conflagration blaze to heaven ? 
Tis reaſon makes me wretched ; for it tells me 
How ſhameful this mad conflict of my paſſions : 
But does that fill their uproar ? Here, Ariſton, | 
Works the wild form that reaſon cannot calm. 


I muft, Iwill have eaſe. 


AR1STON.. 
You may: but oh! 
The n is dreadful, and will give you 
Swoonings and mortal agonies. I tremble 
To mention it; but fuch your ſouPs deep malady, 


No gentler cure cart bring the health you want. 


Her deach, my Lord 
Pz&1ANDER. 


Ha! death——my ſoul ſhrinks back 
2 5 ib | From 


EK aL DICK 95 

From that dire image. How ! for ever loſe her! 

My queen! my wife! behold thoſe eyes no more 

That were the light of mine ! no longer hear 

That voice whoſe every ſound was harmony! 

Of power to ſoothe tumultuous rage, and heal 

The wounded heart of anguiſ Can it be? 

O miſery ! why, why 1s this ? 

ARISTON. 
| Alas! 
You love her ſtill, my Lord, and know it not. 
- PERIANDER. 

Ye Gods, why am 1 thus ? driven to and fro 

By every blaſt that blows ?—It is too true. | 
A traiterous ſoftneſs ſteals o'er my juſt rage, 
And melts me to the dotage of low pity. 
O thou mean heart! Is ſhe not falſe? And T, 
= ShallI fit down with tame diſhonor ? take 
1 Pollution to my arms ? grow vilely old, 
A tale for drunkards in their wine ? the minth 
= Of midnight libertines, when they recount 
heir triumphs o'er baſe women? No: ſhe dies, 
I tear her from my breaſt, tho the life-ſtream 
= Should iſſue with her. Hear me then, Ariſton, 
Do thou prepare a ſecret draught of death, 
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86 DUN OETSHS- 
of power moſt ſwift and baneful ; and be ready 
Upon my fatal ſummons. 
AxIsToON. 
Spare me, Sir, 
I like not this employ. 
PERIANDER. 
It muſt be thine. 
1 have 1 no friend in whom to truſt but thee : 
And ſhe ſhall die—But think'ſt thou, good Arifion, 
I ſhould not hear her firſt ? | 
AR is rox. 
Hear her, my Lord? 
Would you then have her live ? 8 | 
PERIANDER. | 
| No; were my fare 
| Invold in hers, ſhe ſhould not live. But ftill | 
Something within me crys that I ſhould hear her. 
Can it be love ?—O-no: *tis my revenge, 
All direful now, that would enjoy her tears, 
Her lying oaths of innocence, her new 
And added perjuries : then fink her down 
To the dark world, with all her crimes upon her 4 


AkRIsSTON, 


You ſee not, Sir, the perils of that meeting. 
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Ts your heart proof againſt the powerful charm 


Of beauty foften'd into ſighs, and melting 
With the mild languor of imploring eyes, 
More winning now, and ſhedding gentler beams 
Thro ſhowers of ſorrow. Think you here behold. 
The kneeling charmer lovely in her tears, 
Pleading for pity, ſinking at your feet, 
And dying by your frown. 

| PERIAND ER. 

Art thou my friend? 

O mercileſs! why doſt thou raiſe before me 
This fatal i image ? Tis not to be borne. 
My brain turns round with madneſs. O ye powers 
Why am I not at quiet? Why is life 


Forc'd on the wretch who ſtrongly begs to die, 


In bitterneſs of ſoul ? who aſks no more 
But the grave's ſnade and ſilence, there at laſt. 


| To flee p for ever, nameleſs and forgotten? 


ARISTON, 


Alas for pity ! I will talk no more 


On this diſtreſsful theme. 
P:nianpy Ra 


Ariſton, ſtay. | 
In bite of tears, of all this fond diſtraction 


It ſhall be done. A king may live unbleſt; 
| 1 Bus 


88 E . 
But not with loſs of honor unreveng d. 
'Twas mad to think of this. I will not truſt 
My eyes againſt the witchcraft of her charms. 
Then ſummon all thy firmneſs, O my ſoul ! 
Since-thy ſad choice is mifery, or ſhame, 
Now dare tobe unhappy. Hear me, gods, 
You that attend the chaſte connubial bed ! 
Thou ſtygian Jove ! and all ye powers infernal | * 
Behold, I kneel as in your awful preſence. 

By that inv iſible, that dreaded lake, 

THY irrevocable oath that binds even you, 
Here I pronounce, and ſeal her doom of death. 


SCENE VII. 


EvURYDICE, PzrRTAUDE R, ARISTON. 
Eurydice kneels to Periander, who after looking on her 
ſome time with emotion, breaks way without Helis. 

| Eun ric alone. | 
Not hear me! not vouchſafe me one poor word! 


"Tis hard indeed. The wretch of many crimes, 
"— 
Whom mercy dares not fave, has gentler uſage : 
And his ſtern judge is lefs fevere than mine. 
Not hear me—then I know my doom is fd. 
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And ſhall I flay to hear the foul ſurmizes 
: The ſcurril taunts, the falſe upbraiding pity, 


The keen revilings, that muſt uſher in 

My public ſentence ? Can there be in death 

Sach pangs ? ſuch piercing agonies ? Impoſſible. 
Death is repoſe and calm, is ſoft elyſium 

To thoughts like theſe. I will prevent their triumph, 
And fave myſelf this ſhame. Tis but to loſe 

A few unhappy moments ; *tis to reſt | 

The ſooner from my cares ; to feel no more 

The bitterneſs of miſery and infult | 

That bait my weary ſoul. Then it is fix'd, 

Spite of the woman, no fond tear ſhall flow, 

No figh ariſe, the coward-ſex to ſhew. 

When life is ſhame, and glorious freedom nigh, 
A Grecian and a Queen muſt dare to die. 


The End of the Fourth Ac. 
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PERIANDER walking diſordered, Lzompas'/ol: owing 
| | Leonipas. 
My lov'd maſter! have I liv'd to ſee 
This fight of woe ? Alas! is this to conquer ? 
Are * the fruits of victory 

P RIAN DER. 

| Away, 
Why nam'ſt thou victory to me, a ſlave 
Subdu'd and tyranniz'd by his worſt foes, 
His unrelenting paſſions ? Talk of ruin, 
And I will hear thee : talk of hopeleſs miſery 3 
No other ſtrain befits thy maſter's triumph. 
Leonipas. 

This is the language of ſupreme diftreſs, 
Impatient of itſelf. My gracious Lord, 
Forgive an old man's talk, who would this moment, 
Might his poor life bring back your vo of mind, 
With joy reſign it. 


'Pakranvun; 
That were to bring back 
The darted ſun-beam ] to recal the flight 
Of unreturning time! Ono: my ſoul 
| Has bid the laſt farewell to happineſs, | 


To 
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be To hope itſelf. And yet I thank thy love, 

Indeed I do: but leave me for a while. 

1 would be private. 
LEoN1DAS. 

Sir, I dare not leave you 

Forgive theſe tears dare not leave you thus 

At variance with yourſelf. I read too plain 

The fatal thought that wakens in your boſom. 


PERIANDER. 


And would'ſt thou have me live this abject thing # 

= This dave of folly ? For I tell thee bluſhing, 

With ſhame and ſtrong abhorrence of myſelf, 

I cannot tear that woman from my ſoul, 

Falſe, faithleſs as ſhe is Then I will die. 

That juſt revenge is ſtill within my power. 
 Leomipas. 

O Jealouſy! ! thou mercileſs deſtroyer, 

More cruel than the grave ! what ravages 

Does thy wild war make in the nobleſt boſoms ! 

Too long, my Lord, you liſten to the whiſpers 

Of that domeſtic foe, that boſom-traitor. 

For mercy's ſake, throw not away ſo raſhly 


The jewel of your ſoul. Some unſeen error 
Miſ-leads you from the truth, and ruins her. 
Grant her a moment's audience. 
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PRAIAUDER. 
I have ſworn, 
That ſhe ſhall die. 
LeoniDas. 

Is then her ſacred life 
Of fo Gaal price, to caſt her thus away 
With blind precipitance? Vour queen, my Lord! 
The faireſt form, the moſt exalted mind! 
Once fo ador'd and lov'd ! to whom your ſoul 
Still cleaves with fondneſs ! Can you give her up. 
The mother of your darling Polydore, 
Unheard, antry'd, to death and infamy ? 


Can you do this? 
PRERIAN DER. 


O thou! whoſe eye behelds 
And pity's the frail heart of erring man, | 


Ruler of heaven and earth! or ſtill theſe paſſions, . 


That rage in tempeſt here: or ſtrike in mercy, 
And free me from my pain. — What can I do? 
My folemn vow is gone up to high heaven : 
And would'ft thou have me break it? 
LEONI DAs. 
| That raſh oath: 
Nor does, nor ought to bind. The gods refuſe it. 


Should you, too late, diſcover ſhe is wrong d 


Think on it well—O what a life of horrors 


Mult 


n 
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Muſt be your fate! I tremble but to name them. 

The fad and ſilent meltings of vain forrow ! 

The thorn of keen remorſe ! the ſting of love, 

Inflam'd by fond reflection, hourly ſighing 

For what he never, never hopes to find! 

With theſe, late-coming, but no more to leave you, 

Deſpair accurſt !—Dreadful ſociety ! | 

Yet ſuch will ſhare your day and night, and haunt 

| Your court, your throne, your ſolitude, your couch. 

Alas! my lord! = 
PERIANDER. | 

What means thy cruel friendſhip ? 

Why ſpread hefore my ſight this map of woe, 

Of life-long wretchedneſs ? for this admits | 


No ſhorter date !—Yet, by my ſouPs ſtrong anguiſh, 


I would moſt gladly blot out from my thoughts 
All memory of paſt time : I yet would queſtion 
The waking evidence of every fenſe, 
To give her back that virtue, thoſe fair beams 
That ſhone on our firſt loves. Then was ] bleſt 
Beyond the race of men! belov'd and loving, 
Honor'd and happy ! and my name as odor 
Pour'd forth, and breathing freſhneſs all around ! 
O days of dear delight ! that I could fix 
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For ever there, and think no farther on. 
] will if poſſible. —_— 


3 


LY 


- 


LEONIDAsS. 


O happy change 
9 this gentle purpoſe, favoring heaven! 
I fly to bring her hither. | 
PERIANDER, 
Stay thee yet, 

I would reſolve, but cannot. Love and rage 

By turns aſſail me: melt me now to merey; 

Non, rouſe me to diſtraction -O my heart ! 

| LeoniDas, 

Then puniſh the ſole ſource of all your pangs. 

On the great criminal, on Procles? head 

_ Diſcharge the fulneſs of a righteous vengeance, 
And juſtify the gods. Let the rack tear 
The traitor's limbs: and as he howls with anguiſh, 
Force from his lip's confeſſion of the lies, 

The dark and whiſper'd falſehoods, that were meant 
To ruin your good queen, and torture you. 

| PertanDER, 
| What haft thou done? O that deteſted name 
Thou know ꝰſt not half my madneſs that curſt name 
Has ſet my brain on blaze, and call'd up there 
Ten thouſand furies Hell ! haſt thou not heard 
| | Whit 
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what ſhame and ſcorn, what vileneſs and confuſion, 
He heap'd upon my head and ſhe the cauſe ! 


SCENE © 


PoLYDORE, PERIANDER, LEONnNIDAS. 
PERIANDER. 
I ſaid I would be private. 
PoLYDORE. 
O my father, 
Here let me kneel for ever, weep theſe eyes 
To blindneſs, and ne'er know a thought of comfort. 
| PERIANDER. 
What would my Polydore ? 
| PoLYDORE. 
Alas ! what means 
This common face of woe that meets my ſight 
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Where'er I turn? Even now while happy Corinth 
Blazes with triumph ; while the neighbouring ſhores 
Reſound to heaven her voice of general joy, 
The palace is in tears. Her ſilent courts 

Are dark with mourning, as if death and ruin, 
Not victory, had fix d their manſion here. 

PeRTANDER. | 
There is a cauſe, my fon, a dreadful one. 


But leave me to myſelf, 
OLY- 


96 EU EE MICE. 
POLYDORE. 
Am I then grown 
A horror to your eyes? What is my crime, 
That thus with alienated look you turn 
As from ſome baleful object? Yet, my father, 
Oft have you ſworn that in this face you ſaw, 
And lov'd your darling queen. | 
PERIANDER. 
Away, thy looks, 
Thy words diſtract me. ” — 
POoLYDORE, 
Whither ſhall I fly? 
Where hide this hated head? My mother too, 
As now I left her, preſſing full her eyes 
With fix'd and earneſt mournfulneſs on mine, 


Stream' d into tears: then claſp'd me to her boſom 
With ſuch {ad paſſion, ſuch tranſported tremblin 85 


As parting lovers that muſt meet no more. 


I beg'd to know the cauſe. Again ſhe claſp'd me 


With fonder eagerneſs, and ſighing cry'd, 
Say to the king, my heart has never err'd. 
P IAN DER. 
By heaven, my ſoul melts at the piteous tale. 
O Polydorg—— | 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


PERIANDER, POLYDORE, LEONIDAS, 
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OrricERR:- 

My Lord, the priſoner Medon 
Attends, and prays admittance to your preſence. 

PERIANDER, 

Ha! Medon ! Doſt thou dream? Medon alive ? 

Did I not charge thee on thy ſtricteſt duty, 

To caſt him forth that moment to the people ? 

How haſt thou dar'd to diſobey ? 

| | OFFICER, ; 
Dread ſir, 

As to his fate I led him pale and trembling 

At ſight of that tumultuous croud around, 
With utmoſt inſtance he requeſted of me 
An hour's ſhort reſpite ; for he could diſcloſe 
4A ſecret of dear import, that requir'd 

The king's immediate ear. We hardly ſcap'd 
Into the ſouthern tower. Th' unnumber'd rabble 
With cries and threats demanded forth their foe : 
At hazard of my life I ventur'd down, 
Sooth'd, flatter'd, promis'd*em they ſhould have juſtice. 
They are but now diſpers'd. 
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98 E V*R XR. 
PERIANDER. 
Leonidas ! 
My heart miſgives me at that miſcreant's name, 


S VV. 
PERIANDER, Por Dok E, LEoxiDas, Mepox. 


Mk Do. 
O king! for gentleneſs and mercy W. 
The nobleſt praiſe; ſee proſtrate at your feet 
A criminal, who comes to merit pardon 
By fair diſcovery of ſome weighty truths, 
That much concern your ſoul's repoſe and health. 
N PpRIAN DER. 
IM on: and if thy heart has form'd a hope 
Of one hour's after-being, frame thy tale 
Severely juſt to truth, 


MEpon. 
Thus groveling here, 
With ſhame and ſharp remorſe I own my crime. 
Miſled by that uſurper, who with me 
Now ſhares the due reward of guilt like ours, 
To pleaſure him, unhappy that I was ! 


J told, 1 know not what of your good Queen. 
Woull 
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Would I had periſt'd firſt! for all was falſe, 
And ſhe moſt innocent. 
PERIANDER. 
Perdition on thee ! 
What do I hear ? 
| Mbox. 
I fill'd Ariſton's ears 
wich monſtrous tales, which his plain honeſty 
Alas, too raſhly credited — 
| PERIAN DER. 
ve gods! 
And could your thunder ſleep ? Pernicious ſlave, 
Hadſt thou as many lives as crunes, not one 
Should ſcape my juſtice—Ah Leonidas, 
Was ever ſuch black treachery ?—Forgive thee ? 
Thy doom ſhall be of ſignal dread and warning 
To all ſucceeding minions. * Drag him hence, 


to the guard; 


And guard him at the peril of your heads. 
SCENE 
PERIANDER, POLYDORE, LEONIDAS. 


LEONIDAS. 
Amazing villany! 
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PERIAN DPR. 
O fly, my ſon, 
Find the poor mourner out, and in my name 
Say all that weeping penitence can plead, 
Or love returning promiſe. My full heart 
Will more than make it good—and may the power 
Of foft perſuaſion wait upon thy lips! 
O that moſt injur'd Fair: 
S CSE NE VI. 
PERIAN DER, LEONID AS, ARISTON, 
PERIAN DPR. 
In happy time 
Thou com'ſt, Ariſton. We were both deceiv d; 
And I recal my order But curſt Procles | 
Shall pay me dear for all. 
Axis rox. 
| He has, my lord: 
And the ſad tale is terrible. I ſhrink 
But to recount it. Slumbering conſcience rous'd, 
And flaſhing in his face the ſtartling proſpect 
Of his paſt life, furious he daſh'd his head 
Againſt his priſon-walls, I found him fallen, 
A piteous ſpeQacle ! rolling in blood, 
-Deform'd with pain ; for agonizing death 
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Sat hideous on his brow. Faintly he drew 


His parting breath : yet all that breath went forth 


In blaſphemies, aſſaulting heaven with curſes, 
The ravings of deſpair, for fruſtrating 
His impious purpoſe on the queen. 

P ERIAN DER. 


How dreadful 


This period to a life like his! The hand 

Of heaven is greatly juit—But O my friends, 
Theſe ſtrange events have well nigh overturn'd 
This tottering brain. I feel I know not what 


Of joy and terror, high amaze and tranſport, 


All blended here, and working in wild tumult ! 
| Lronivas, 55 


Tis but the motion of a troubled ſea, 
After ſore tempeſt ſinking to a calm, 


All will be well, my lord. Repoſe and health 


Await you in her arms. What bliſs is yours ? 
A ſecond union of your meeting ſouls ! 

A better nuptial morn, with love new-riſings 
To ſhine for ever! 
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SCENE vl. 


PrRIAN DER, LEONIDAS, ARISTON, MEL iss. 


MELIssA. 
O my royal miſtreſs 
PERIAN DER. | 
What mean thy boding words ? 
Melissa. 
Falſely accus'd 
Of what her ſoul moſt loathes, and to deſpair 
: By your unkindnefs urg'd, the queen, alas! - 
Has drunk a deadly draught. | 
| PERIANDER. 
O heaven and earth 
Are theſe at laſt my hopes ? *Tis I—-0 horror! 
Tis I have murder'd her 


8 C E N E tbe bf. 


Scene opening diſcovers EuRYDICE ſitting, Por YDoRt 


kneeling by her. 
PERIANDER. 
Ye righteous gods! 
O give her back to life, and to your juſtice 
I bow this guilty head What yet remains ? 


Leonidas, 
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1 Leonidas, Ariſton, fly, my friends, 

& Call, gather all our ſages; bid them try 

Their ſovereign ſkill. My crown to him that faves her. 
J | EuURYDICE. 
© 7: cannot be. Already death invades 

My ſhivering boſom. Yet a little moment, 

And I ſhall be with thoſe that reſt for ever. 

But here in this laſt awful hour I ſwear, 

By that dread world whither my ſoul is parting ! 
In life, in death, I am, I have been ever 


Your true and loyal wife. 
PERIANDER. 


I know thou art, 
Thou dying innocence, My fatal blindneſs, 


' Deſtruction on my head! has ruin'd both— 
My life! my ſoul's beſt j joy! and muſt I loſe thee ? 


Loſe thee for ever ? 
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Evuk vier. | 
Thus, in thy lov'd arms 


Each unkind thought is loſt. Now I die pleas'd 2 
Now all is well—Death ! thou art here— — 


PeRIANDER. 
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 Mer158a. | 
See! ſhe expires. The laſt dim miſt ſwims o'er 
Her cloſing eyes! 
| PERIANDER, 
One moment, thou fair ſpirit, 
One moment tarry for me — Thus we join, 


To part no more 
* be draws his ſword to Ks bimſa elf 


ARISTON. 
Ah! Sir 
LEONI DAS. 


My lord, what means 


This fatal fury ? 
PrxIAN DER. 
Cruel men, away. 
And would you then detain me longer here 
On this loath'd ſpot, to linger out old age 
With darkneſs and deſpair! to carſe the hour 
That gave a murderer birth ! Would you, my friends, 
Have me live thus * 
Axlisrox. 
Ve gods aſſuage his grief! 
PEIAN DER. 
Theſe righteous gods have caſt me off for ever. 
My broken vow !—O terrible! it hangs, 
A burſting 
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A burſting thunder, o'er my head. I fee, 
| And tremble at the fight, th? inquiring judge, 


Beyond theſe heavens, high on his throne of terrors; 
His fix d and dread regard turn'd full upon me! 
And look ! behold ! the miniſter of vengeance 
But waits his nod to ſtrike me thro the centre. 

> Bourbon. 
Alas! my father | 

PERIANDER. | 
O my ſon! my fon! 

J have undone thee too. How dare I look 
On that dear face, where thy loſt mother's ſweetneſs | 
Smiles ſtrong reproach, and charms me into madneſs ? 
Then, farewel, reaſon! farewel, human converſe ! 
Sun, day, and time, farewel —All hail, deſpair! 
Eternal darkneſs, hail — Sayꝰſt thou Pve loſt her ? 
No, no; we will not part. 'Thus let me preſs 
Her clay-cold lips, thus weep my foul away 
On her chaſte boſom here. O yet, my love! 
My better life ! O yet lift up thy eyes ! 
O ſpeak to me ! | 


- 


Lxzonipas. 
Alas! ſhe hears you not, 


The foul is fled for ever. 
F*'s | Pak 1» 


HO a 


x \ = . , = * — Y 
Deere " . — —ͤ 
a a; as — * _ * 8 N on 2 8 
2 HI VR enen - wk 3s 1 n „ TT IINETS l 4432 = = : 2 
- - =_ 9 Cob _— 3 . ene, haves, I ky 1 1 
= 7 oy — 


nb ern 
PRRIAN DER. | 
O my queen! 
he throws himſelf by the body : the reſt. 
ftand weeding and ſilent. 
raiſing himſelf up. 
Ha! there—ſave me! 'tis he, the king of terrors ! 
Lo how the ghaſtly viſion glares upon me 
With his fix'd beamleſs eyes !—What path is this, 
Dreary and deep, thro which he drags me on! 
Bleſs me! look there—what ſhivering forms are theſe, 
Thin as the paſling air, that ſkim around me ? 
And now th? infernal world hath ſhut me in! 
But ſee the furies arm'd ! ſee their fell ſerpents 
That rouſe themſelves to ſting me! Is there none, 
No power to ſcreen me from them? | 
LzoniDas.. 
Y | Gracious Sir, 
Where 1s that Patience—— "1 
PERIANDER. 
Soft—T fee her plain. 
Yonder on high ſhe ſits amid the gods, 
Who wonder at her charms—And doſt thou ſmile 
Upon thy murderer? O thus let me kneel, 
And weeping worſhip thee—Ha! ſeeſt thou there 
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Yon flaming pool? And what damn' d ſoul is that, 
Aſcending from it's depth, that beckons me? 
He wafts me ftill—By hell, tis hated Procles, 
The cauſe of all my ruin !—Traitor, yes, 
I come, I fly, to plunge thee deeper ſtil! 


In this red ſea of tortures O! 
ARISTON. 


He dies ! 


POLYDORE. 


O matchleſs horror ! 
LEeoniDas. 


Lay him gently down ; 
While we, with terror, own heaven's fearful juſtice ! 
Let monarchs hence be warn'd, let nations know, 
From guilt indulg'd what certain miſchiefs grow. 
In peace tho gracious, tho in combat brave, 
His broken yow purſu'd him to the grave. 


THE END, 
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ACTED AT THE 


THEATRE-ROYAL, 


IS DRUR Y-L AN E. 


The PrzxsoNs repreſented, 


Sol MAN the ſecond, ſirnamed | 
The Magnificent, __ of > Mr. Quin: 
the Turks. 5 


MusrA HA. : 215 Mil! aRD; 
ZANGER. ; _ Sons Mr. Wait. 
RusTan, Grand Vizir. | Mr. Mills, 
Murr. Mr. WinsTON, 
ACHMET, Friend of Muftaphe. Mr. HavarD. 
Os MAN. Mr, Woop Bux. 
Roxol A N, Bmpreſs. L Mrs. BUTLER. 
EMIRa. Mrs. GirFARD« 


Baſha, Attendants, Mutes. 


' SCENE the SULTAN's Tent, 


In a large plain near Aleppo, where his army 
lies encamped. | 
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By Mr. T =oudes. 
Spoken by Mr. M1LWARD. 


Fi NCE Athens firſt began to draw mankind, 
To picture life, and ſhew th i mpaſſion'd mind; 


The truly wiſe have ever deem d the ſtage, 


The moral ſchool of each enlighten'd age. 


Pyere, in full pomp, the tragic muſe appears, 
5 | Queen of ſoft farrows, and of uſeful fears. 


Faint is the efſon reaſon'd rules impart : 
She pours it frong and inſtant thro the heart. 
F virtue is her theme ; we ſudden glow 
With generous flame : and, what ave feel, we grows 
F vice ſhe paints; indignant paſſions riſe c 
The villain ſees himſelf with loathing eyes. | 
He's foul tarts, conſcious, at another's groan 
And the pale tyrant trembles on his throne. 
To. night our meaning ſcene attempts to ſhow, 
What fell events from dark ſuſpicion flow; 
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Chief when it taints a lawleſs monarch's mind, 
To the falle herd of flattering ſlaves confin'd. 
T he ſoul finks gradual 70 e dire a tate; 
Ewen excellence Lut ſerves to feed it's hate}: 
To hate remorſeleſi, cruelty ſucceeds, 
And every worth, and every virtue bleeds, 
Behold, our author at your bar appears, 
His modeſt hopes depreſi'd by cenſcious fears. 
Faults he has many —But to ballance thoſe, 
His verſe with heart-felt love of virtue glows 
All lighter errors let indulgence ſpare : 5 
And be his equal trial full and fair. 
For this beſt Britiſh privilege wwe call: 
Then—as he merits, let him fland, or fall. 
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ACT 1 30 


RusTan, Murr. 


 RvusTan. 
IDE of the faithful, oracle of truth, 
(3 Sage Mufti, hail and welcome! | 
MurT1. 
| Noble Ruſtan, 
Be peace and benediction on the head 
Of him, the wiſe and valiant, who ſupports 
Th' imperial throne of earth's moſt potent prince ! 
1 RusrAN. 


In happy hour you come. But ſure, my lord, 


Arriv'd ſo ſoon, you travell'd on the ſpur. | 
| | Murr. 
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More!. | 
True, I have glow'd beneath the noon-day beam, 
And ſhiver'd in the midnight's dewy ſhade, 
Unreſting from the Porte. Such prompt diſpatch 
Great Roxolana's mandate had enjoin'd. 
Inform me then what ſervice ſhe requires, 
Whom I but live to ſerve. 
RusTAN. 
Indeed you owe, 
And I no leſs, all duty to her highneſs. 
Obſerve me then: and when your ear hath heard 
Th' important tale, let caution lock it up 
Deep in the darkeſt ſilence of your breaſt, 
From all but heaven. 
Murr. 
Hlave I notliv'd in courts? 
Been preſent where I would not truſt a thought, 


In whiſper, even to things inanimate ? 
RusTAN. 


TY attempt ſhe meditates is great and arduous ; 


Involves her deareſt happineſs, her life; 
Perhaps the lives of all ſhe deigns to love. 
Know then—the news will ſtrike thee with amaze— 


She holds prince Muſtapha her deadly foe, 


Muri. 
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More. - . 
Ha! ſay'ſt thou ?—Muſtapha the favorite ſon 
Of our redoubted lord! his eldeſt hope! 
Sole pledge the bright Circaſſian left his fondneſs ! 


How will ſhe root him from a father's love, 


Who holds him dear for virtues that ren own, 
And dignify himſelf ? The prince has fought 
His battles with ſucceſs : and is fuſtainꝰd 
By troops that know his worth ; that idolize 
His fame and fortune. | 
RusTan, 
Thou haſt ſumm'd his crimes, 
Theſe are, with reaſon are, the mighty object 
Of Roxolana's hate. But would'ſt thou know, 
How ſhe may drive him from his father's boſom ? 
This boaſted courage ſhe admires ! exalts 
With all th! inſidious laviſhneſs of praiſe, 
And will applaud the ftripling into ruin! 
MurrTr, 
Such foes indeed moſt ſurely aim their blow, 
Who praiſe to wound, and honor to deſtroy. 
RusTan. 
My influence waits on hers. You know ſhe gave 
Her daughter to my bed. Whate'er I hold, 


Or graſp in diſtant hope, is hers alone: 


And 
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And, as my faireſt fortunes, all my aims 

With hers are blended i intimate and deep. 

If Muſtapha ſucceeds his royal fire, 

She falls for ever! ſinks from what ſhe is, 

Empreſs and conſort of unbounded ſway, 

Dower'd and declar'd ſo—ſinks into a ſlave ! 

Her ſons too—can a parent bear the thought ? 

Her ſons muſt bleed! Her blooming Zanger firſt, 
Child of her love, a certain victim falls 

To that dire policy, which founds the throne 

Of each aſcending prince in brother's blood. 

She muſt deſtroy, or periſh. In ſuch caſe, 

Neceſſity i is zaſtice. | 


Murr. 
True, my lord. 

e the deity of half mankind, 

All- powerful o'er the ſoul, on whom opinion 
Waits with obſequious blindneſs, hath made ſacred 
Such dreadful deeds; and bids our eaſtern world g 
Hold them in venerable eſtimation. 5 
This, to your purpos'd vengeance, may give adde 
But what will give ſucceſs? The prince, my lord 
I tell it, with reluctaner, of a foe — 
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By every title, by each filial tie, 

Deſerves, and largely ſhares, his father's love. 

Rus TAN. 


What is the love our ſovereign bears his ſons ? 

"Tis coldneſs, tis averſion, to the flame 

With which he burns for Roxolana's charms! 

Not all the fabled power of herbs or ſpells 

Could raiſe it to more height. He doats upon her 

Beyond all vulgar paſſion. Age but ſtrengthens, 

And each new day adds fervor to it's warmth. 
But as this great deſign requires much pauſe, 

And gradual artifice ; I, at fit times, | 

Have thrown out hints, infinuations, doubts, | 

Some dark and diſtant, ſome more plain and near: 

And from ſuch fruitful ſeeds is ſpringing up 

A harveſt to our hopes. The ſultan now, 


Declining to th' infirmities of age, 


Is lapſing to it's vices ; quick diſtruſt, 
Umbrage at riſing excellence, but chief 
At ſignal fame in arms, He fears his ſon : 
And in the hearts of kings, by years made gloomy, 
From fear to hate the progreſs is not ſlow. 
What ſays my friend ? 
| Murr, 
Now, by the prophet's tomb! 
Vol. II. „ The 


— 2 E 
n E n * 
a 
—_ 407 * ws 9 1 1 s FM CER 1444 rr e 2. LY » Fa r x _ 0" A 7 
FEC C r ITS 
_ ls - -* & hab — 1 * : f — 3 ke 
* 
= 
WY 


122 MU WA FF H K 
The happy news is gladneſs to . ſoul. 
I hate the fripling— 
RusTan. 
Hark! The ſultan's voice 
He leaves his couch. I muſt attend him here. 
Vou, haſten to th' apartment of the empreſs, 
Be wiſe, be ſecret : what ſhe gives in order, 
Obey without reſerve. 


The daily form 
Of ſolemn ſalutation now begins; 
Fram'd to remind him what a monarch is, 
And what he once muſt be. 


S c E N E, ll. 


| | The back ſcene opening, diſcovers the fultar's pavilion: 
\ | He ſitting, officers and ſlaves around him. 

4 Firſt OryF1ces, behind the throne. 
1 | The fragrant health 

Of morning when it ſhines; the gentle calm 
Of evening when it's dewy ſhades deſcend, 

Repoſe on Solyman ; and make his breaſt 

A paradiſe of ſweets. To him, the king 

Of kings, the lord of weſt and and eaſt, belong 
Juſtice and mercy ; to chaſtiſe all vice, 


2 5 . . ' 4 


Sag cd pie tes 1g Ee? 
R 


MD TC 123 
And to reward all virtue. | 
Second OFFIceR on the left. 
5 | Yet this prince, | 
This firſt of monarchs, mighty, and renown'd, 
This Solyman ſhall die! 
Third OrriokR on the right, 
| Praiſe be to Him, 
Almighty and all-juſt, the ſole Supreme, 
Who lives for ever! | 
 SOLYMAN riſing. 


Leave me. 
SCE WS WM 


SOLYMAN, RusTAN. 
SOLYMAN. 

| What a ſcene 
Of ſolemn mockery is all human grandeur ! 
Thus worſhip'd, thus exalted by the breath 
Of adulation, are my paſſions ſooth'd? 
My ſecret pangs afſuag'd ? The peaſant-hind. 
Who drives his camel o'er the burning waſte, 


With heat and hunger ſmote, knows happier days 


And ſounder nights than I. 
N Rus TAN. | 
| He ſeems diſturb'd. 
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SOLY MAN. | 

My evach i is grown a bed of thorns : my leeps, 

That ſhould repair frail nature, weigh her down 

With viſionary terrors. This dire dream, 

Not ſuch as fancy in her ſhadowy workings 

Amuſive raiſes and deſtroys at will, 

Was on my brain with deep impreſſion ſtruck: 

It ſeem'd the hand of ſome night-hovering power, 

Some genius watchful ofer the fate of kings, 

That meant to warn me—Ruſtan ! | 
RusTan. 


Health, my Lord, 


Your trueſt ſervant, aſk what care invades 
His ſovereign's peace of mind? 

SOLYMAN. 

| Vizir, I bluſh 

To think illuſions of the dark have power 
To move me thus—Yet, wherefore, night by night 
Am I thus viſited with horrid ſhapes 
And omens of impending ill? 

Rus rx. ; 
Grant, heaven, A 
That i in ſuch warnings be not ſhadow'd forth — f 


Pardon my zeal—th' unwelcome truths that oft 


Alarm 
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Alarm our ears, of dark and deep deſigns, 


Thro all thoſe bounds where Muſtapha preſides. 
SOLYMAN. 

Ha ! Vizir—whither wouldſt thou lead my thought ? 
Rus rAN. 


I know the perilous niceneſs of this 1 3 
'Tis cloath'd about with death: and I methinks, 


Preſuming thus to talk, am as a man 
Who walks the ſummit of a fearful cliff. 
Each motion hazards falling : And that fall 


Is fate inevitable. | 
SOLYMAN. 
Thou art fafe. 


When duty ſpeaks, it's very error claims 


Not only pardon : it deſerves applauſe. 

| Rus TAN | 
What may not youth, my Lord, impetuous youth, 
By factious armies heated and inflam'd, 


By ſtrong ambition feaver'd into phrenzy, 
Preſume to dare? Impatient of controul, 


'Twould ſpurn at heav'n itſelf, would ſcale the throne 

Of him, the ſacred power, who gave it being. 
SOLYMAN-. 

Thou haſt arrous'd my ſoul. And if I doubt, 

Iwill prevent.—That were a tyrant's baſeneſs ; 


Who kills—becauſe he fears. Away ſuch thoughts. 
G3: Nor 
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Nor can this be. I have approv'd him faithful. 
He ſtill reveres the monarch in the father: 
And love of one preſerves him juſt to both. 
Rus ra. 

So may it ever be. And you deſerve 
His moſt devoted ſervice. For his fake, 
You broke thro all the rules of royal cuſtom, 
That buries in che dark ſeraglio's round, 
And keeps at cautious diſtance, ſon or brother, 
From knowledge and employment. 

SOLYMAN. 

True: my heart 
Difdain'd thoſe narrow forms which low ſuſpicion, 
Th' inglorious policy of mean-ſoul'd men, 
| Had render'd reverend to our barbarous world: 
Beheld with ſcorn by wiſer nations round us, 
Whom reaſon and diſcernment have enlarg'd 
With 81 views, and poliſh'd into honor. 

RusTan. 
A zeal well meant, tho? indiſcreet, the king 
Will ſure forgive. — But does this ſon approve 
The breach of ancient cuſtom—in each inſtance? 
There may be novelties 

Sol TMA N. 


What wouldſt thou ay! 
Ru- 
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RusTan. 


Fer ſince the time mhuman TamERLaNE, 


In BajazeT's inſulted queen, diſnonor'd 
The majeſty of empire, future Sultans 


Have ſhunn'd the marriage- tie. 


SoLYMAN. 
Solyman has not: 


Superior to that cowardice of pride, 


Which made it a ſtate- maxim But ſay, who, 
What ſlave of mine ſo lightly holds his life 
As but to murmur at it? 
| RUsTAN, 
All good ſubjects 
Applaud your act with duteous veneration. 


Fair Roxolana even adorns. the name, | 
The honor'd name ſhe wears. The prince too, Sir, 


Is valiant, noble, rich in manly virtues, | 
And with theſe virtues, loyal—But his pride— 


SOLY MAN. 
His pride !—away—he does not, dares not blame— 
Confuſion I blame: He muſt approve my act. 
Reaſon inſpir'd, and honor boaſts it done. 
She merits more than pomp and power can give: 
Even all that love in his unbounded fondneſs, 
Inventive to beſtow with taſte and grace, 

84 Can 
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Can find to crown the idol of his vow. — 
I loſe my ſelf in fondneſs—Say, I wiſh - 
A moment's converſe with her.—Stay. Thy letters, 
What fay they of my fon: Will he obey 
My order? Does he come to vindicate 
His queſtion'd loyalty ? 

RusTan. | 

To all but that 
My letters ſpeak at large, and high extoll 
His gentle manners, popular behavior, 
And equal uſe of delegated ſway, 
| Sol. IMA. 

My mandate was expreſs and abſolute : 
And I expect him here, ere yonder orb 
Has meaſur'd half it's courſe—But ſhould he fail 
That popular behavior, priz' d ſo high, 
May coſt him dear !—My Roxolana comes, 
I would be left alone, | 


SCENE V. 

RoxoLAna, SOLYMAN, 
RoxoLANa. 

Alas, my Lord, 


Throꝰ thoſe Goats re cards you dart around you, 
Methinks 
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Methinks Iread ſome diſcontented thought. 


Ah ſhould it point on me 
SOLYMAN, 


My Roxolana ! 
That fear is vain, is cruel to us both. 


No anger, no diſtaſte can dwell with love, 
With love like ours, ennobled into friendſhip, 


That, while it ſoothes, invigorates the heart : 

Union of wiſhes, harmony of wills, 

Blended and loſt in one conſenting intereſt, 
One undivided happineſs, beyond 


The ſolitary, joyleſs pride of power, 
That dazzles, not delights—A heart like mine 


O'erflows its bounds, unheeding Il but meant 
To pour into thy faithful breaſt the cares 
That break upon my peace. 


 RoxoLANA. 
Give me them all: 


And Iwill charm them to repoſe, or ſhare 


| Their ſharpeſt pangs. 
SOLYMAN. 
A ſwarm of gloomy fears 
Is waken'd here 
| Roxol ANA. 


What fears, my gracious Lord ? 
7 "Gin Sol y - 


139. s 
| | SOLYMAN. 

Now, Roxolana, ſpeak as in the ſight 

Of that ſtern angel who explores the grave, 

And calls departed fouls to ſtrict confeſſion. 
| RoxoLana. 


What do I hear? | 
SOLYMAN. 
5 My favor'd Muſtapha, 
So grac'd and fo diftinguiſh'd by my fondneſs, 
Feels he for me that love a ſon ſhould feel 
For ſuch a parent ? | 
| RoxoLana. 
Whence that doubt, my Lord? 
SOL YMAN. 

Aſk thy own heart. Has not thy love for me 
Alarm'd thee to ſuſpicions of his conduct? 

Lo: RoxoLana. 

What can a father wiſh beyond his duty ? 
When your juſt vengeance ſends him forth to war, 
Great in your power and glorious by your fame, 

He hurls the dreadful thunder: then returns 
Submiſhve to your nod, alike reſign'd, 
Commanding or obeying. You the while, 
To give this brave and boundleſs ſpirit ſcope, 
Remain, my Lord, unaQtive in the ſhade, - 


Ob- 
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Obſcuring your renown ; that his may riſe 
And ſhine, to dazzle your admiring ſubjects, 
Who bleſs his brightneſs, dwell upon his ſight, 
And hail their future Lord ! 

| SopyMan. 
Ha! heard I right? 
Thou ſay'ſt I have been unaftive—cruel truth 
The world has ceas'd to tremble at my name. 
Once, Afric, Afia, Europe, fled before it. 
The Perſian loſt a kingdom to my arms : 
humbled Egypt; cruſn'd it's daring rebels, 
Proud Rhodes, defended by the choſen boaſt 
Of chriſtian chiefs, ſuſtain'd not my aſſault. 
I ſhook the diſtant Danube with my thunder : 
Struck terror to the heart of it's bold ruler. 
My threatning war hung o'er his capital, 
A gather'd tempeſt ; waiting but my nod 
To burſt in ruin on it, —Yes—this was. 
But now, perdition! 
RoxolL ANA. 
Moderate, ay Lord, 


This * tranſport. 


Sol vMAN. 
fis a coward's vaunting: 
And valor bluſhes at it.— Roxolana! 


G 6 What 


—MVUs r 
What am I now ?—ſunk, loſt in floth and Silence ? 
While Muſtapha has reign'd for Solyman ! 
Poor and debaſing Kings who ceaſe to act, 
Ceaſe to be kings. 
Roxol ANA. 
— Vet Muſtapha's renown 
Is yours, my Lord. The name of Solyman 
Bore terror in it, conquer'd where he fought m not : 
And, as the victory, the praiſe was yours. 
SOLYMAN. 
Thy virtuous tenderneſs for me deceives thee. 
I ſee my fatal error, feel my danger. 
We may oblige our children into foes, 
Even till they hate as deep as we have lov'd. 
| RNoxol aN A. 
But then proceed, my Lord, by wary ſteps. 
Obſerve him, if he leagues with men who ſcreen 
Their ſpleen to you, their diſappointed pride, 
Behind the ſpecious maſk of public zeal. 
Mark if the winning ſoftneſs of his manners 
Be native or aſſum'd: humility 
Is oft diſguis'd ambition. Note the means 
By which he ſlides into the vulgar boſom ; 
Feign'd pity for their ſufferings, hinted hopes 
Of better times. But chief remark the arts 
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He puts in uſe to court the ſoldiers! love; 
A coarſe ſimplicity of taſte and life, 
In their hard fare, groſs wit, and blunt demeanor, 
Their fellow and companion. Miſchief oft, 
And murderous treaſon lurk beneath ſuch mom. 
SOLYMAN. 
0 a of royalty ! what thorns 
Weave their ſharp points with empire's gaudy FRY TO p 
Now by my father's ſoul, thou haſt heard more— 
I read it in that look - more than * fofinels 
Dares truſt mine ear with 


S WEE © 
 SOLYMAN, Roxol AN A, Rus rA. 
| SOLYMAN, 
Ruſtan !—whence this haſte ? 
 RusTan. 
My 1 the prince approaches 
SOLYMAN. 


Ha! what l thou? 
Rusran. | 


And enters now the camp. 
SOLYMAN. 
"Tis well. — The troops 
How greet they his arrival? Te 


Rus- 


234 * . . & 4 
Rusr ax. 6 

With mad haſt 
They pour an thouſands o'er the tented plain, 
And ſwarm around him. Tis all wonder, fondneſs 
Each paſſion, We of ä | 
Exprefling heart-felt joy ! 
| Sor vyMAN. | 

Indeed! 


RusTan. 


— 


And hark ? 
That univerſal ſhout ſpeaks loud their tranſport. 
| SoLYMAN. | 
Again — traitors! 
| RoxOL ANA. 
What attendance brin 85 he? 
Rus r ax. 
Achmet will tell your highneſs. 
Sol YMAN. | 
Bid him enter. 


SCENE VI. 
SOLY MAN, RoxoLana , RusTan, 


AcHMET. 


Prince Muſtapha — 
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S0 YMAN. 
Is come! 
Achuzr. | 
And by your flave, 
lente, admiffion to your royal preſence. 
SOLYMAN. 
I ſent thee to Anaſſa, to his province: 
Say how he was employ'd. 
 ACHMET. 
As a prince ſhould be: 
In al the we peaceful ſway, 
That make the ruler lov'd, the people * 
SOLYMAN. 
Didſt thou remark how he receiv'd my order ? 
How look'd he? what reply'd he ? 
Acamer. 
With ſubmiſſion 
He kiſs'd th” imperial ſignet: then diſmiſs'd 
His numerous court ; on each with inſtance _— 
Inviolable duty to their ſovereign. 


SOLYMAN. | 
This more: with what attendance is he guarded ? 
| Ackuzkr. | 


With only thoſe who wait about his perſon, 
And one fair ſlave. 
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136 MU. ST A P H A, 
| SOLYMAN, 
Enough.—A croud of 3 

Don bting, diſcordant, riſe in tumult here, 
Unſettling my reſolves What ſhould I think? 
Suſpicion may enquire, but muſt not judge 
*Tis now devotion's hour: invoke we then, 
To guide our councils, that unerring Mind, 
Whoſe goodneſs guards the majeſty of kings; 
Whoſe juſtice each dark thought to judgment brings, 


— 


1 diſcord here ! 
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Aer SCENE I. 


MusTaPHa, ACHMET, HEL1, OSMAN, Soldiers. 

MusTAPHA, at the door of the tent, to the ſoldiers 
who had followed him. 

V friends and fellow-ſoldiers, I accept, 

Well pleas'd, theſe kind expreſſions of your love; 

As meant in honor of our common lord, | 

While thus you grace his ſon. But leave me now, 

And each attend his duty. Heli, go, 

Watch near Emira ; bid her be of comfort : 

Say all i is well. Good Os Man, find my brother, 


My Zanger: I would meet him here. 
Oh, Achmet ! 


Faithful inſtructor of my youth in arms, 
Theſe ſhouts, this honeſt tranſport of the army, 
That had been muſic in the front of battle. 


ACHMET. 
| Now by fair faith and honor! 
I felt my hcart ſpring high within my boſom, 
And anſwer to th' effuſions of their joy. 


Their ſhouts, their acclamations ſwell'd to paſſion. 


MusTaPHa, 


| Ah, fiend—thek acclamations will undo me ! 
ACHMET*+ 


| 4 
What fays my Prince? 
MusrARHA. 
| "Whom fovertion power beholds 
With jealous eye—for theſe: to bs + 
Is to be guilty ? PE 
Acne. N 
What can malice forge A 
To raiſe a doubt againſt your faith and honor F 
In peace, moſt true and loyal to your father; 
In war, your ſword has ever been employ d, 
And ever witk facceſs, againſf his foes, | 
What would he more? SuſpeRted ? no, * Lord, 
The Sultan mn loves you. | 
. aur 3 
= | Bredin camps, 5 
Train'd i in the gallant openneſ of truth g N 
That beſt becomes a ſoldier; thou, my friend, 
| Art happily a ſtranger to the baſeneſs, 
The infamy of courts, ——ACuMer, the Caſpian, 
When terrible with tempeſt, is leſs fata! 
Jo the frail bark that. plows it, than a court 
To innocence and worth, A ſtepdame's hatred, 
Hatred implacable, becauſe unjuſt ; 5 
A Vizir, meanly cunning, coolly cruel, 


u UTA 
Grown old in arts of treachery and ruin, | 
Purſue me, hunt me down! And what can I, 
Unpractis'd in all guile, oppoſe to dark 
And deadly wrath ?—the breath of public praiſe ! 
An empty name—that will but ſpeed my ruin! 
ACHMET. 

Why ſhould they be your foes? why hate the worth 

That never injur d them? Forgive me, heaven! 
Could J believe ſo baſely of mankind, 
Iwould renounce their fellowſhip, and ſeek 
The ſylvan wild to herd with nobler brutes, 
How can this be ? All things around us Wear 


A face of peace and filence. 
MusrA HA. 


Such the filence, 

The fearful ſtillneſs, ere the thunder burſts? 
Elſe whence this boding ſolitude ? this tent 
By all forſaken, even the meaneſt ſſaves-? 
As we had ſent the peſtilence before, 
Our mortal harbinger !—But be it ſo. 
True valor, friend, on virtue founded ſtrong, 
Meets all events alike. | 

ACHMET. 

Ab, Prince, tas nd 


Forgive my honeſt love—'twas moſt unkind 
| | Te. 
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To hide theſe apprehenſions from your friend: 
And now, too late, diſcloſe the fatal fecret. 
But was it not moſt raſh, if ſuch your fears, 
Moſt wilful, unſupported by your _ 

To meet thus danger ? 

MusTAPHA. 
AcRuET I can die: 


But dare not diſobey a father's orders. 


 ACHMET. 
The Vizir moves this way. 
 MpysTaPHaA. 
Then, O my foul! 
Wake all thy powers, and arm me ſtrong within; 


That honeſty and honor, bravely plain, 
May ftrike confuſion thro his hollow finile, 


And vizor'd malice. 
SCENE 1L 
MusTaPHra, RusTan, ACHMET, BASHA, 
| Rus TAN. 


May the Power we ſerve, 
Moſt a and gracious, crown my Lord, 
Thro length of years, with brightneſs and renown ! 
To ſee your Highneſs here my ſoul has long, 
Has warmly wiſh'd. 


12 
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 MusTarPHA. 
Becauſe——thou art my friend. 


| RusTarn. 

Heaven knows with what * warmth my willing 
tongue, 
Still prompted from the heart, * 8 forth 
Your matchleſs virtues ; that exalted courage, 
That generous prudence, rival of your courage, 
Which aged warriors wonder at with envy ! 
But my applauſe is poor, and ſinks beneath 
The mighty ſubject: fame herſelf is proud 
To celebrate that hero, whoſe ſole arm ” 
Suſtains the throne of godlike SoLYMan, 
His glory and defence! 
MusSTAPHA. 

| Thou know'ſt me not. 
He who can liſten, pleas'd, to ſuch applauſe, 
Buys at a dearer rate than I dare purchaſe, 
And pays, for idle air, with ſenſe and virtue. 
Art thou indeed my friend? then ſhew it nobly ; 
As man, by deeds like theſe thy tongue extols: 
As ſubject, in true duty to thy Sovereign. 8 

Rus rAx. 8 

What amiable modeſty! The Sultan 
Muſt needs, my Lord 


Mus- 
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MusTAaPHa. 
_ Conch this prefacing : 
And to yu . „ \ 
RusTan. 
Sir, your royal father— 
| MusTAPHA. 
Proceed. =; 
RusTan, 


"Tis only— 

—__MuusTaPHa. 

Say— 

Rosr ax. 

His orders are, 
This Baſha may receive your ſword. 
MusraPHA, | 
My ſword ! 

RvusTAN. ne, 

Such his command. - 

„ MusTaPHa. 
| And, as he knows this Rusx ax 

My kindeſt advocate, my warmeſt friend, 

The man who ſounds my praiſe aloud to heaven, 

He ſends him on this errand |! 

Rus rAx. 
Born to ſerve, 
With 
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With abſolute obedience to fulfill 
My maſter's pleaſure, his true ſlave preſiumen = 
To aſk a reaſon for it. 
_ Musrarnaa. 
bar Heaven and earth! 
My ſword ? ; : 
RvsraAn. 
What would your highneſs have me ay 
In anſver to this order ? 
MusTAPHaA. | | 
Take it, Vizir: 

And tell umy Lord and mine, I ever held 
Submiſſion to a father $ ſacred will, 
A ſon's firſt virtue, and his faireſt fame, 
Say, this good ſword has truly been empley'd 
. Againſt his foes —AcHmer, it was the gift 
With which his fondneſs grac'd my early hand ! 
Which I had hop'd to part with but in death ! 
Stay. If thou art a friend, add this one truth, 
Add boldly—when his ſacred will demands 
The life he gave me ; this unhappy fon, 
Suſpected as he is, will yield that life 

With equal reſignation. Thou wilt ſay fo ? 
h ReusraN. 
By heaven, I will. 

8 75 | | MusTa- 
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MusTAaPHA. 

a | | So, in thy lateſt hour, 

That heaven, NR 
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SCENE III. 
Mus rA HA, ACHMET. 


5 MusTAPHA. 
Oh friend! Wor + 
ACHMET, | 

Perdition on the doubling traitor ! 

Was it by arts like theſe he roſe to greatneſs ? 

To envy'd power? How low beneath all ſcorn 

This court- diſſimulation ſinks mankind ! 1 
|  MusTarna. | 

Fly, . to EMIRA; greet her from me . 

With love's moſt ſacred vows : but ſmoothe this news 

With all the kind deceit, the virtuous falſhood, 

That friendſhip bids us uſe, to ſave from anguiſh 

The tender boſom of the fair we e love. 5 


enn 
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SCENE IV. 
MusTAPHA, ZANGER, 


ZANGER, 
Muſtapha! 
Mus rTAPHA. | \ 
Zanger! 8 
| ZaN PR. 
Brother of my lore 
0 greatly, dearly welcome ! | 
MusTaPHa. 
O my Zanget! 
My heart has ſicken'd to transfuſe itſelf 
Into thy faithful boſom. Friendſhip mourn'd, 
And found himſelf unbleſt for want of thee, 
Thou foul of tenderneſs, to wake anew 
His holy flame, and light it into rapture. 
FAY 1 d 
0 more than brother ! O my nobler ſelf! 
I ſwear by honor, by the ſecret inſtin& 
That nature kindled in my infant breaſt, 
That taſte improv'd, and reaſon makes immortal; 
My foul that languiſh'd for thee, finds her powers 
Reſtor'd to health and vigor in thy preſence ; 
Vol. II. H Nor 


mos rt HE. 
Nor more refreſhing are the dews of heaven 
To Araby's dry deſart, than to me 

Thy fight and wiſh'd return! 


MusTAaPHa. 


May fame renounce 
And ſcorn my name, if I not prize thy lave 
: Beyond renown ; beyond th' applauding ſhouts 
Of myriads in the laurel'd front of war. 
LANGER. | 5 
O thou haſt fir'd my ſoul ! thy voice recalls 
The days of glory, when I trac'd thy ſteps 
'Thro honor's rugged paths to noble danger ! 
The watch by night; the weary march by day; 
The battle's open rage; the dark affault, 
Where unknown perils dwelt ; the ſum of toils, 
That fame impoſes, and ambition courts ! 
| MusTAPHA. 
Ab, Zanger—thoſe bleſt days are fled for ever! 
ZanGER, 
What ſays my friend ? 
. Mus rAPHA. | | 
Alas! I am no more 
That brother of the war, whoſe honeſt name 
Thy partial love has laviſhly adorn'd. 
. : . „„ anger, 


MUSTAPH A. 
Zanger, in me thine eyes behold a ſlave, * 
Diſgrac'd ! diſarm'd! 
ZANGER. £ 
O my preſaging heart! 
The Vizir 
1 MusrapRHA. 
He. | 
Z ANGER. 
Blue plagues upon him ! Yes, 
J have of late, I have obſcrv'd his viſage 
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O'ercaſt with dark reſerve ; his ſpeech ambiguous, 


Broken, and ſhifting quick, or pauſing ſhort. 


Even when he talk'd no more, fell miſchief lour'd 


And boded in his filence. But I thought not— 
How could fair honor think, his hell-born arts 
Took aim at you ?—]t is not, cannot be. 

Our father loves you to your worth's extent: 


Then, who dares be your foe ? 
| | MusTAPHA. 
I have not learnt 


By what pernicious tales the Sultan's car 

Hath been abus'd : nor can thy plainneſs think, 
Thy honeſt ſoul, what arrows of the dark 

Cloſe hatred ſhoots with ; various, ſecret, ſwift, 


And fatal every ſhaft. Some three moons paſt, 
H 2 
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ms MUS TAP H 4A. 
A preſent of delicious fruit was brought me, 
The firſt and faireſt of the bounteous year ; 
Seaſon'd with complements of high regard, 
And profer'd love. 1 bade the bearer taſte, 
What ſeem'd molt exquiſite, "T'was ſure my genius 
That gave the ſtrong alarm. Th' unwary ſlave 
Ate freely—but, O heaven! the lightning's flaſh 
Scarce ſwifter kills. His ghaſtly eye-balls roll'd ; 
Convulſions ſhook his frame—he groan'd ! he died! 
Expir'd before mine eyes !—O noble Zanger, 
The hand from whence that mortal preſent came 
I muſt not, will not gueſs! 

__LANGER, 

Do not, my brother: 0 


Left I ſhould ſpurn all haman ties, and curſe 
Whom nature bids me reverence. | Filial virtue! 


Forgive the direful thought that wakens here 
Away—to harbor it were parricide— 
Alas! my brother, friendſhip makes me impious ! : 
And now, thy ſight, whence I had hop'd all joy, 
Thy ſight diſtreſſes me Why didit thou come ? 
O cruel raſhneſs {—Wherefore art thou here? 
To heap damnation on their heads! on mine 


Horror and ſure deſpair ! 


MusrAPHA. 


M Us T 1 


MusrAPHA. 
| Look on me, Zanger. 

Thy virtuous ſoftneſs, while it_charras, diſtrads me. 
Let me not ſee thy tears they melt away 

My firmer heart Indeed I am to blame 

To wound thy gentle nature with this tale— 

am, by heaven—I ſhould have lock'd it up 

Even from my own reflection for thy fake. 

Turn this way, hear me, friend. Had I not come, 
Not paid obedience to a father's order, 

I had avow'd a guilt that fled the light, 

And merited the fate I meanly ſhun'd : 

Nay more, had furniſh'd to my honor's foe 

Sure arms againſt my ſelf; to ſtab me, Zanger, 
Thro all ſucceeding ages, in my fame ! | 

And what are thouſand temporary deaths 

To one, one cureleſs wound that bleeds for ever: 


Well, Oſman, E 
SEN 


Mus rA PHA, Z AN GER, 
Os MAN. 
Sir, the emperor approaches. 
His orders are, prince Zanger ſhould retire : 
He would confer with you in private. 
H 3 E 


„* 


eres, A 
| ZANGER. | 
Brother! 
* embracing, 
B | MusTaPHra. 
Tanger! heaven only knows or when or where 
We meet again—Find Achmet out: the ſecret 
That moſt imports my ſoul, on which my all 
Of happineſs, fave thy true friendſhip, reſts, 
He can diſcloſe. Thus, from my heart, farewel ! 


s C WV 
Mos rA HA. 

He comes. A nameleſs terror ſtirs my foul, 
And ſpreads ſevere diſquiet thro my boſom. 
Why ſhould I fear? 'The man of guilt alone 
Should feel diſorder. *Tis but nature's frailty ; 
Th' unbidden trembling of the various heart, 
Where hopes and fears ariſe, and paſs by turns, 


SCENE VII. 
SoLyMan, Mus TAP HA. 
SoLYMAN, after a pauſe, and having ordered, 
by figns, all his attendants to witharaxw. 
Muſtapha, fit. My order is obey'd : 


And thou art come. 
| MusTAPHA, 
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MusTaPpHa. 
While life informs this frame, 


Your will, my Lord— 
SOLYMAN, 

It now enjoins thee filence. 
| Attentive mark my words, and on thy life 
Reply not, till my nod commands an anſwer. | 
When that Eternal Power, whoſe will is fate, 
Firſt call d me to the cares of royalty, 
And when thoſe arduous cares had turn'd my ſearch, 
On each fide round, for ſome directing light, 
Some fair example that might guide my ſteps; 
I found inſtead, o' er all our eaſtern world, 
One total face of ignorance and night, 
And myriads ſtretch'd beneath of dreaming ſlaves. 
This ſteril darkneſs, to a people, rude 
As nature at the birth of human kind, 
Seem'd venerable ; ſeem'd the proper ſtate 
Ol greatneſs : and, as blindneſs is moſt vain, 
The proud barbarians, all they knew not, ſcorn'd. 
Amid this gloom profound, I caſt mine eye 
Back to th' enlighten'd times of Greece and Rome : ; 
When cheriſh'd ſcience, like the riſen ſun, 
O'er earth's glad face diffus'd it's fruitful beam; 

H 4 And 


r HE 4 


And, where it ſhone, the human boſom warm'd 
To thought exalted and heroic deed. 


Their ſtory I revoly'd ; remark'd the plans, 
From age to age by chiefs and ſages trac'd, 


'That make peace happy, or juſt war iel: 
And, as I red, with pleaſing wonder own'd, 

To what fair heights, above our bounded ſphere, 
Inſtruction and example liſt the mind! 
Till, what I long admir'd, at laſt I dard 

To emulate : nor was the trial vain. 135 
Heaven ſeconded my views. My neighbours round 
Rever'd thoſe arms they dreaded : and, yet more; 
From far Euphrates eaſt, to where it's wave 
'Thro chriſtian chmes the weſtern Danube rows, 
A hundred realms my gentle iceptre bleſt. 


But chief my family ; where blood-Rtain'd rage 


No longer rioted in ſcenes of death: 


No ſen has bled, no brother pin'd out life, 
Sunk in ſome dungeon, to fecure my throne. 

Thee, of thoſe ſons the firſt, and beſt belov'd, 
1 cheriſh'd with ſuperior fondneſs ; rear'd 


In arts and arms ; with morals and with honor 


Seaſcn'd thy tender thought: whence, to my ſelf 
I hop'd a grateful heir; ; and, to mankind, | 


When heaven ſhould ſammon me, a gracious maſter. 


Thi 
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This have I done: but, where is my reward? 
What hope, what comfort for my age remains ? 

If thou, impatient to aſcend my throne, 

Would'ſt rather now invade it; now preſume, 

With parricidal hand, from mine to wrench 

The ſacred ſceptre, than ſubmiſſive wait 

Till, after me, time and tranſmitted right 


Have made it thine without thy crime. 
MusTayna. 


My Lord, 
For this indulgence, this permitted freedom, 
To heaven and you I bend my heart in thanks: 
And as I would deſerve it, all my words 
To holy truth ſhall be ſeverely juſt. 

E'er ſince reflection beam'd her light upon me, 
You, Sir, have been my ſtudy. I have plac'd 
| Before mine eyes, in every light of life, 
The father and the king. What weight of duty 
Lay on a ſon from ſuch a parent ſprung ; 
What virtuous toil to ſhine with his renown ; 
Has been my thought by day, my dream by night. 
True to the fair example in my view, . 
My heart, indifferent to poſſeſs a throne, 
Aſpir'd but to deſerve that envy'd ſeat, 


Where true content was never known to {it ! 
| | * ö 
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I ſought renown in arms: yet, O believe me, 
It was but as a ſpur to nobler deeds; 

A ſtrict engagement not to faint or tire 

In glory's arduous race; if haply ſo 

J might deſerve a parent's courted praiſe, 

The great firſt aim of all my honeſt toils. 

But chief, and ever neareſt to my heart, 

Was this prime duty; ſo to frame my conduct 

Towards ſuch a father, as, were I a father, 
My ſoul would wiſh to meet with from a ſon. 

And may reproach tranſmit my name abhor'd 

To lateſt time—if ever thought was mine 

hs uſt to — reverence, filial love! 

SOLYMAN. 

But yet, the genius of imperial rule, 

All-incommunicable, knows no equal ; 

Nay knows no ſecond. Thou haſt borne thy ſelf 

Above a ſubje&'s ſtate : by ſecret arts, 

By dangerous popularity, hait dar'd 

To taint my armies, and divide their homage. 

Too well I know the native bent of man: 

From towering thoughts to traitorous deſigns 

He climbs apace. If I at laſt muſt fear 


A rival in my flave—for ſuch thou art— 
Thy virtues all are crimes. And were there none, 


Not 


HU STA FM: 

Not one of Othman's blood to heir his empire z 

By that eternal Mind who form'd my ſoul ! 

It guilt is found upon thee—true, thy father 

Will be unhappy—but thou art undone !_ 

MusTarna. . 

And may that Power, whoſe ever-waking eye 

| Explores the depth of human hearts, and ſees. 

Each wiſh, each ſecret purpoſe, riſing there, 

Diſcloſe all mine before you! O my father, 
Source of my being, ever lov'd and honor'd,. 
Ves, let inquiry, rigorous inquiry, 

Call the whole tenor of my life to trial, 

| Severe, impartial trial. If ſuch crimes 
Have ſtain'd me but in thought; let open ſname, 

Let tortures ſuch as wait the wretch accurs'd, 
The parricide, attone their guilt. 

SOLYMAN. 

This wears 

the father 


A face of virtue, —Muftapha 
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Would favor thee : the judge muſt know no biaſs. _ 


Their differing titles call me ſeparate ways; 
And each would have it's due. 
MusTAPHA.. 
My failings, Sir, 


Will want th indulgence of a father's love: 
I 6:: 


My: 
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My honeſty of heart dares well abide 
The judge's ſearching eye.—O think, my Lord; 
Why am I here alone? Had my own thoughts 
Borne evidence againſt me, would I thus 
Provoke examination ? thus embrace 
Perhaps the nobler, but th' unſafer, part ? 
For J have foes— 
SOLYMAN. 
What foes ? Be warn'd, and know, 
By charging others, guilt behind that vail 
Would ly conceald, would hide it's own dark aims, 
MusTaPHA. = 

Look on me, Sir. Suſpected tho I be, 
I am your ſon ; I ſtill inherit from you 
A generous pride that cannot ſtoop to vileneſs,. 
The vileneſs of a lie. Moſt true, my foes 
Had form'd a fell deſign againſt my life. 
| SolYMAN. 

_ Ha! what defign ? 

MusTAPHA. 
By poiſon to deſtroy me. 
SOLYMAN, | 


Poiſon ? aſtoniſhment * 
MusrAPHA 
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MusTAPHA. 
And of a kind 
Exalted to ſuch power, ſuch deadly keenneſs, 
That he, the ſlave, who firſt eſſay'd it's rage, 
Taſted at once and died! 
SOLYMAN. 
— Merciful heaven! 
MusrATRHA. 
My people ſaw, with horror and amaze, 
How near the verge of unſeen fate I ſtood : 
They ſaw another by my death expire, 
The death for me prepar'd, that thro his frame 
Shot mortal ſwoonings, ſhot convulſive pangs ; 
Then kill'd him on the inſtant. This they ſaw, 
And . to behold. | 
SOLYMAN. 
| I tremble too! 
I ſhudder at the dreadful tale O nature! 
A parent cannot baniſh thee for ever 
Was no enquiry made? Can'ſt thou not gueſs. 
This cruel foe ? 
| __ MusTaPHa. 
I can forgive, my Lord. 
SOLYMAN, 


What ſhould I think ? —Thy brothers are dy friends. 
My 
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My Roxolana 


but *tis moſt prophane 


To mention her. She never was thy foe. 
Mos rar na. 
I never gave her cauſe. 
155 SOLYMAN, 
Her faith to me 
I oft have prov'd, and ever found ſincere. 
Her tongue too has been laviſh i in thy praiſe: 
By heaven, it has. . 
Musrarns, 
Betwixt my foes and me 
Let heaven be judge. — But if their arts can win 
On him, a father whom my ſoul reveres 
With all the ſanctity of truth and love, 
To think me baſe, ungrateful, and unjuſt : 
Hear, honor! and approve me while I ſwear *. 
I envy that poor ſlave! I would be now * kneel, 
As he is==Pangs like mine were well exchang'd 


For death's ſhort agonies: 
SOLY MAN. 


| | | Forbid it, virtue! 
Thou muſt not talk thus. TT 
MusTAPHA. 


_ Had I periſh'd then, 
Sweet peace Roc clos'd mine eyes! l dying aſſur d 


You 


MUS TARA 


You never thought me falſe! aſſur'd, my fate 
Urmerited, untimely, would have drawn 
A tear of pity from a parent's eye 
Alas! my Lord 
SoLVYMAN. 1 
O Muſtapha=my ſon 1 
For ſuch again thou art, belov'd ! endear'd ! 
I mix my tears with thine. | 
MusTaPHa. 
My king and father f 
Tis joy, 'tis bliſs too powerful clouds my fight 
With this ſoft moiſture. 
SOLYMAN-. 
Hence each doubt and fear, 


Children of dark diftruſt. My ſoul receives. thee 

To love and confidence. And now, my ſon — 

The ſecret long conceal'd and laboring here, 

Iwill diſcloſe before thee—but, ah! whence 

Theſe ſhouts that tear the ſky ! Oſman, what news? 
SCENE VEE 

SOLYT MAN, Mus rA HA, 

| Os MAN. 

My Lord, a ſudden mutiny ſpreads ſwift 

Among the troops. The Janizaries chief 


Pour from their tents, and cry aloud to arms . | | | 
| SoLYMAN. 
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| SOLYMAN, 
Confuſion Muſtapha, what may . mean? 


| MousTaPHa. 
So heaven befriend my ſoul as ] am loft 
In horror and amaze— But haſte, my Lord, 
And meet bold treaſon in it's mid career. 


SCENE IX, 


SolyYMan, MusTarna, OsMan, 


| Appear, great Emperor, or all is loſt ! 
The ſoldiers arm'd, and furious in their rage, 
As if one ſoul of treaſon reign'd in all, 
Surround your tent — 

$014 MAN. 


How 1—Muſtapha, Iwill not 
Pronounce thee guilty—But this hour muſt hx 


The name of ſon or parricide upon thee, 
 MusTaPHa, 


Sir, I provoke the trial. 


SCENE 


n s r 


SCENE: XK 
RusTAN. 
Curſt eveat! 

The danger imminent and ſure is mine. 
Should they demand my head—By hell! *is theirs. 
J o fave himſelf, the Sultan will reſign 
His miniſter : that fatal policy 
Long cuſtom has made ſacred =—Dire ambition 
By following thee, I headlong urge my fate, 
And change ſecure repoſe for wretched ſtate. 


The End of the Second Af. : | 
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AC T III. SCENE I, 


| RoxoLana, Murr. 
RoxoL ANA. 


HERE will this fearful revolution end ? 
And who muſt fall the facrifice of fate, 


Ruſtan or Muſtapha ? 


Murr. 
Their fury ſeems 

As if inflam'd, and check d, by one ſole will, 
| Valike the wavering multitude. 
Roxor ANA. 
That hows 
Moſt terrible! = 

MvuerT1, 
Tt would be——but for him, 
Their idol Muſtapha, whoſe pride of foul—— 
Or call it loyalty will ſurely prompt him, 
With oſtentation, to repreſs at once 
The ſtorm his fancy'd danger has awak'd. 


Roxoraxa. 


* thou believe ſo, Mufti ? 
 MvueT1, 
Hold it, Madam, 
A moſt 
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A moſt undoubted truth : and that on you 
No other labor lies, but to perplex 
By ſtudy'd doubts and fears the Sultan's ; pirit; 
To hint his certain ruin from a ſon 
So dangerouſly powerful o'er the paſſions 
Of men inur'd to turbulence and treaſons. 
RoxoLANA, 
My better angel warns me from thy lips: 
And, Mufti, thou ſhalt find me nobly grateful, 
Ruſtan, what news ? | 
SCENE: 


Fo 


RoxoLana, Muri, RusTan. 


RusTan. 

This tumult threaten'd more 
Than even my fears ſurmiz'd. Already were 
Thoſe daring traitors ſpred around the grove 
That ſhades this tent ; a mighty hoſt in arms, 
Outragious, clamoring high for Muſtapha, 
And menacing perdition to his foes ; 
But chief to me. = 

 RoxoLana, 


Audacious ſlaves !—but on. 
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Rusr AN. 


bbs A 
FE RusTAN. | 
In that nice moment, Soly man appear'd 
Superior and unmov'd. At ſight of him, 
A ſpace they ſtood confounded and appall'd, 
MourrT1. 

The multitude unaw'd is inſolent; 
Once ſeiz'd with fear, contemptible and vain. 

. Rusr Ax. 
Yet, Mufti, when they caſt their eyes abroad 
On their own gather'd ſtrength, rekindled rage 
Spoke loud their madneſs in tempeſtuous ſhouts, 
And mingled uproar. I beheld from far | 
The various horror; how at once they rag'd, 


At once kept filence : and, as thwarting paſſions 
By turns prevail'd, were dreadful and Ad! 


RoxoL ANA. 


What follow'd this ? 


Rus rAx. 

Juſt then but I could wiſh 
To leave that part untold—the prince ruſh'd in ; 
His look with grief and anger deep impreſs'd, 
His boſom naked to their ſwords—** Strike here; 

Here point your rage, he cry'd. I, only I 

4 Am guilty—if your impious arms have dar'd, 
« In violation of th' allegiance due 
| « From 
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« From ſubjects, chief from me, to menace him 
« Who reigns ſupreme o'er all.” 8 
Murr. 
Why did they not, 
O prophet ! fairly take him at his word? 
| | RusTaN. 
This, with ſtrong tranſport utter'd, and enforc'd 
By burſting tears, which indignation ſhed, 
Amaz'd, abaſh'd them into fear and ſhame. 
At once they crouded round the rais'd tribunal ; 
Threw down at once their arms, and proftrate begg'd 
For pardon, or for death. I would not dwell 
Upon the ſequel. Muſtapha's demeanor 
Has won anew his father's heart, and wrought 
A firmer reconcilement. | 


RoxX0LANA. i 
Wrought our ruin; 
If this be ſo. | 
Z MvurT1. 
An enterprize like ours, 
Rais'd to this fateful point, mult be accompliſh'd, 


Or cruſh it's authors. 
RusTaN. 


There is no return. 


No; we muſt on, muſt paſs the perilous flood: 


Ta 
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os A 
To venture backward from this depth, we riſk 


Inevitable ſinking. 
RoxoLana. 


Ha !—it dawns : 


Thy counſel, Mufti, breaks upon my thought, 


Like morning o'er the ſhades of night. We yet 
Shall counterwork onr fate. This paper too, 
Even from the friends of Muſtapha procur'd, 
May ſerve to urge his fate. The Sultan comes. 
—Stay, Ruſtan: I may want 


Retire, my Lords 


Thy preſent aid. Now recollect thy ſoul, 
And ſecond what 1 lay. 


S C E NE III. 
| SOLYMAN, RoxX0LANA, RusSTAN. 


SOLYMAN, 
Preſumptuous ſlaves !— 
Theſe accidents in ſuch a tate as this is, 
By laws unfix d, are ever to be fear'd, 
Are often fatal This alarming ſtorm 


Is paſt, my love: and tho the rage of tumults 


Has from old time ſhook ſore our empire's frame, 
Nay buried monarchs in the general wreck, 


This laſt I can forgive. It ſhew'd me plain 


The 
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The ſoul of Muſtapha. With care I watch d 
Th emotions ſpringing from his inmoſt breaſt, 
There where no art has power; and found them true 
To virtue and to me. I know this news, 
To her. whoſe deareſt happineſs is mine, 
Will be moſt welcome. 
RoxoLANA. 
You are juſt, my Lord; 
Jjuſt to us both. I triumph in your joy, 
And wiſh it all ſincere. 
SOLYMAN, 
Long peace, I find, 
But nurſes dangerous humors up to ſtrength, 


1 


Licence and wanton rage; which war alone 
Can purge away. I will reſume my arms: 
And he, the Perſian monarch, who has dar'd 
Inſult my frontier on it's weakeſt ſide, 
Shall feel their edge once more. Some ſhew of conqueſt, 
Some ſlight advantage by his troops obtain'd 
I fought not there—has ſwell'd his inborn pride 
Above all equal bounds. But ere the ſun 

Lights up another morn, my powers ſhall hence 
To ſcourge that pride. A rougher ſeaſon now, 
My Roxolana, muſt divide the hearty, 

It ſhall not change. 


8 | | Rox- 
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| Roxol Ax A. 
| Mine is not in the power 
Of time or accident. This faithful breaſt 
Will know no hour of joy, till favoring heaven 
Reſtore you, bright with conqueſt, to theſe arms, 
But— is all well, my Lord? 
SOLYMAN, 
| All well! 
RoxoLANA. 


Alas! 
| SOLYMAN. 
Ha ! what alarms thee ? 
RoxolL ANA. 
Does my Lord eve, 
His lowly handmaid loves him ? 
Sol YMax. 
Moſt unkind ! 
Thy doſt thou kneel, and hang upon my robe ? 
Roxol AN A. 
O Solyman— But wilt thou then forgive 
The woman's ſoftneſs ? thoſe preſaging thoughts 
That wiſh, yet doubt thy ſafety ? 
SOLYMAN, 
Safety! what, 


| What wouldſt thou fay ? 
| Rox- - 


MUST AP H A. 


n LANA. 


O may my fears be vain! 
But when my thought recalls this horrid tumulct ; 


Recalls th' unbounded inſolence that ſpred 
So faſt, and rag'd ſo hiph ; when I revolve _ 
The cauſe that ſpirited thoſe factious men 
Jo ſach bold outrage—can I chuſe but weep, 
Ang tremble for thy life > 
SL YMAN. 
My life! 
Rus ran, a 91 
Fol Well faid, 
Exquiſite woman! 
Roxol ANA. | 
Have they not preſum'd, 
From idle rumors rumors too that fix 


On you the brand of murder — here to judge | 


betwixt you and your ſon ? to give you laws? 
As if the ſovereign power was in their hands | 
And you their ſlave! 

SOLYMAN, 

Ha ne- 1 

Rusrax. | 
She ſpeaks a dreadful truth! Power is no more, 
Authority is loſt, when ſubjects dare, 

Yor. I. 1 
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With 


bY 
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With curious boldneſi. ſcan their maſters right, 
Control his royal pleaſure, and rejudge 
His higheſt acts. Contempt unkings a n. 
SorlruMA Nx. 
Contempt - perdition n my Glen 
To that diſhonor ? Inq bas 
1 | 


__ Youareflill yourſelf, 
Great, valiant, glorious : but ungrateful ſubjects, 
Wanton with wealth and eaſe, may wiſh to change 
The happy preſent. for th? uncertain future — 
Alas, I go tog far: you droop, my Lord, 
SOLYMAN. | .., 
Away—What ſhould I fear? My ſon's gon virtue 
Forbids. a doubt of him. . 
RoxolLA NA. 
Hou I have lov'd, - 
How oft with rapture dwelt upon his name, 
You, Solyman, beſt know. But duty now | 
Shall triumph ofer that fondneſs—This w_ florm 
He with a breath appeas'd. 
Sol TMAx. 
He did. 
Rus rAx. 
Grant heaven 
| Her 
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Her fears be idle! That fame breath can raiſs 
A ſecond ; blow it into tenfold rage, 
And bid it hurſt on us Would that were all | 
The riſen, tempeſt, ſpreading broader ſtill, 
May reach even Solyman ; may break pernicious 
Even on his facred head! for who will then 
Bid the rous'd ocean peace ? or drive it's ſurge 
With govern'd fury? 
| SOLY MAN» 
Hold I'then a 2 
Precarious and dependent on the nod, 
The ca price of another? —Roxolana 
Thou doſt not think ſo. - 
| RoxoLAna. 
Would I could not think it, 
0 a the ſecret heart of man ?— 
Pardon my anxious love—His thoughts are hid, 
His real aims unſeen :. his power is known, 
| evident and felt. 
SOLYMAN, 
Woman! by heaven ! 
Thy words dart light into my darken'd ſoul— 
There muſt be treachery. Who'told thoſe rebels 
I fought his life ? What friend of mine would * 
. him ? | 
1 Rus- 
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Rutsrax. 
O juſtly thought. 
Did Roxolana, did your ſlave,” whoſe head 
They loudly call'd for, bid the traitors riſe, 
To plunge their daggers in our breaſts ? 


> SOLYMAN. 


| Tis dati — 
Who, ak NPY" be a father ?—Friends, you weep 
4a pity of my fate ] too could pour 
* breaking heart in tears. | 


3 ent, 1,55 61:0; 
| DO may the news, 
This paper 1. be falſe as calumny, 


As * can deviſe, 
| | SoLYMAN. 


What news? what paper ? 
| Whence comes it? Lo 


 RusTan. | 
From 4 sir: 2 fave 
Deliver'd it but now. 


Sol TMA NW. 

I dread to look 

Upon this fal paper—Ha ! it ſpeaks. 
«« Of peace at hand; of terms the Perſian offers. 


66 That monarch courts with ardent love and ſervice 
. 66 My 
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My favorite ſon”—Why trembles thus my frame? 
What dire ſuggeſtions, conjur d up at once, 

In fiend-like ſhapes, ſpread horror thro my breaſt ? 
Wheream I? —What?—depos'd? plung'd in a dungeon, 
To drag out weary life to it's laſt verge, 
A ſlave! a nameleſs reptile '—Theſe ſtrong warnivgs 
Are heaven's impreſſive hand.— But how reſolve ? 
How ſatisfy my vengeance and my fame? 
My ſtormy ſoul yet knows not, dares not 1 
Acknowledge to itſelf. 

RoxoLana looking after him. 

ops The Mufti ſoon 
Shall ha that doubt. 
hes ook 


SCENE IV. 


Rus x AN. 
We are not yet ſecure, 
Fond nature may return, and baffle all 
Our labor'd ſchemes.—Ambition ! deadly "_ | 
exorable maſter ! what alarms, 
What anxious hours, what agonies of heart, 
are the ſure portion of thy gaudy ſlaves ? 
Cruel condition! Could the toiling hind, 
The — beggar, whom no roof receives, 
13 | Wet 
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Wet with the mountain-ſhower, — law 
Beneath the ngked cliff, his only home; 

Could he but read the ſtateſman's ſecret breaſt, 
But fee the horrors there, the wounds, the ſtabs, 

| From furious paſſions and avenging guilt: 
He would not change his rags and wretchedneſs, | 
For even Gomes and Aer | 


SCENE v. 


ZANGER; Rugran. 


8 941 Rofan! you, 
Alone and . I Will rep ' 
TY indignant rage wy honeſt boſom wells with, 
And ſpeak him fair. ' 


8 


I heard a noife—Prince Zanger! 


Tax. 
You ſeem wrapt * in meditation, vizir. 
Rs TAN. 
I iden honn thinking what ſweet peace attends 
The homely 3 s life. 
|  ZanGER. 
Gon ſuch a life 


Provoke a ** + . env by? 


Rus Tax. 


= 
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8 | | 
4 8 e me: 
I waſt attend the gy | | 
ZaxckR. 
Viaair, ſtay: 
The ſultan is reti d. I faw and mark'd 
His viſſage, ruffled with tempeſtuous paſſions. 
I know the dreadful cauſe ; thou too muſt know, | 
Some inſtant peril menaces a life : 
That mine but lives in. Ruſtan, by the names, 
The ſacred names of honor and renown ! 
Now join thy influence with mine, and ſave | 
The nobleſt of his race. ERS - 546 N 
Rusrax. 
Save whom, young prince ? 
 ZANGER. 
Whom ! holds 40 world a fecond Muſtapha ? 
Vizir, believe me, this one glorious dòed, 
Were thy life ftain'd and foul with every crime, 
Would waſh out all. [3556 35 $4 200 IF 
ERusrAx. 
You much amaze me, _ 
bs it for me ee R 
That act my ſovereign's will? or croſs it's workings ? 


Be far that curious raſhneſs from my thought. 
14 But 
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But whence this deep alarm? I have not learnt 
What fate impends o'er Muſtapha-—and yet 
 Suppoſe——twere death. 

|  Zanczs. 
Ha! — | 
Rus rA N, 


_ Yours, my lord, 
Is all the gain. e : 
| ZANGER, 
O prephet ! 
RusTan, | 
| | Heremov'd, 
| are this Sow py heir. + + 


BS A fole Beivg 


Who governs all events! I would not reign, 

In wrong to him, the maſter of mankind. 
Nusrax. 

Fine alr-built notions, prince. The wiſe have thought, | 

That power, howe'er acquir'd, is ſovereign 200d: 

| Devoted to your ſervice, let me ſpeak 

With uſeful freedom. Be advis'd in time; 

Renounce a friendſhip that avails not him, 

And may to you prove fatal. 


AANGER, 
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ZANGER, 
| Bla-ure thou doſt not, 

Il Hassan ad chou art, thou canſt not mean 
The horrors thou haſt utter d? Were IJ, Vizir, 
This empire's lord, my firſt, my deareſt care, 
Should be rewarding thee, even to the full, 
For giving righteous counſel. 

RusTan. 

| My advice 
Beſpeaks my hoop love, and merits not 
Such harſh and proud returns. 


2. NGER., 
Thou earth born ſlave !— 

Ithought to have reſtrain d me but thy baſeneſs 
Arrouſes me beyond difſembling.———No: 
Thy counſel periſh with thee——Heaven ! ! is he, 
Are ſuch as he the men whom princes: truſt? 
And muſt the fate, the fafety or deſtruction 
Of millions, each leſs guilty than himſelf; 
Hang on the breath of one whom thou muſt hate ? 
O providence! is human race no more 
The object of thy care? Why end I not, 
Even here, his life and crimes? 

Rus rA. 

Prince, have a care: 


Nay, handle not your frond; Fheſe ſtarts of youth, 
15 Swelling 


f 
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Swelling and frantic, touch not, move not me. 
Yet know that but for her, my royal en 
Who loves thee, and to whom my duty bende 
This e 22 e rere 


— . 4 
gh * 1 * 1 1 . 1 
2 8 l 


eee. 
How could 1 hope 


To melt a heart like his? What now Temains? 
Said he, my mother loves ine? then T know 


Where even her. breaſt i is vulnerable. Yes; 
It is determin'd—If 1 my friend muſt, fall; 1 
This ons ſword, thro: mine, ſhall reach her beg 
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Nature and dend Eno th ey wal ay ki 
How _— my inmoſt G boſom ? 
Mosraya A. 


What means my brother; 
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MUS T AP H. A 

ZANGER, 
I know not what has wrought this fatal change: 
Some moments paſt, the Sultan croſs d my walk; 
His brow was knit in frowns, his eye look'd ruin 
This villain-ftateſman too has talk'd ſuch things! = 
Thy ruin is reſolv d on. | 

Mus rArRHA. 
| Be it ſo. 

Life is beneath my care; nor can I wiſh- 
To wear it longer, if a father deems me 


Unworthy to partake the common r 
All creatures hare i in. 


ZANGER. x y 
Muſtapha, no more. pf ad? 
e is heaven* s eldeſt law, + 

Impreſt upon our nature with our life 

In characters indelible. Who ſhrinks. 

From this great cauſe is wanting to his i + td 
But when our honor is traduc'd and ſtabbꝰd a, 1 td 
Tis virtue, tis heroic fortitude. 1 
Then to encounter violence with fore. | 2 4411 

| MusrarH¹A. . 0 

What force, my Zanger, ſhall a ſon e, 4 
Againſt the ſacred life that gave him r 4 Al tt! 
In me, reſiſtance would be parric ide. 
That guilt I dread; I cannot fear to di. 
9 ZANGER, 


So M US TAP H A. 


Z AN GER. 
Fly then: prevent th enormous guilt of others 
By timely flight. 
MusTAPHA. 


And ſo avow the crime 
My foes wauld fix i in all it's blackneſs, on me N 
Such cowardice were treaſon to myſelf. 
Think, Zanger, for us both. | 
= .ZANGER. 
What can I think, 
But that you han th' unhappy breaſt you wound ? 
O Muftapha !—yet can your virtue bear | 
To ſee our father ſtain himſelf with blood ? 
The blood that nature, honor, bid him ſpare ? 
He is no more the monarch, Europe, Afia, 
Have trembled at. His amorous weakneſs grows 
To dotage : and has robb'd him of himſelf, 
Slave to a woman's will—I would forget 
She gave me birth—and to a minifter, 
Familiar with all guilt ; - behold his ford, 
That ſhould be drawn for juſtice, turn'd-to murder! 
To perpetrate th' offence it ſhould revenge 
And will not you by honeſt flight prevent 
His fin and ſhame ? prevent the fure reproach 
That muſt deſcend for ever on his _ 
The brand of murderer ? | 


Mus- 
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Mus rARHA. 
Zanger, ſnould 1 fly 
No other choice is mine I muſt unſheathe 
The all-devourin g ſword. Then what enſues ? 
Revolt, inteſtine hroils, the baneful train 
Of crimes and miſeries that wait on war. 
Shall I, good heaven ! to breathe this idle air 
A few years longer, load me with the fins 
And blood of thouſands ? ſhake an empire's peace, 
Unhinge it's frame, and rend it with convulſions ? 
Is life worth ſaving at ſuch mighty coſt ? 
Compar'd with this, can death be terrible? 
Lancs... 


The crime is-theirs who force you into arms. 
On chem alone, the rapines that ſhall waſte, 
The flames that ſhall devour, our fields, our towns, 
The blood that ſhall be ſpilt, for ever reſts. 
Yet more; a prince's life is not his own: 
Not for himſelf, he lives for human race. 
This univerſal duty to your kind x” 
Cancels all private bonds. 'The future bliſs, 
Or woe of millions, you were born to rule, 1 
Hangs on your great reſolve, 


Mus- 


197 MUSTAPH A 
| Musrarka- | 
I hear with wonder 
The EP. oak counſel which I muſt not take. 
No end is noble where the means are baſe. 
What? violate allegiance, duty, nature ? 
Wade on thro cruelty, rebellion, ruin? 
Thro all the varied guiltineſs of war? 
And riſe to empire by ten thouſamd horrors, | 
That ſubjects may, at laſt; have cauſe to bleſs 
A ſovereign, thus exalted No my friend; 
Heaven means not me it's inſtrument of good, | 
If but by ways like theſe I muſt effect it. T 
Brother—farewel : I leave the world with joys | 
Leaving it thee ! 


| © O cruth—yollike friend! | 
Cauſt thou ml on death, and bid me live * 
5 Mes rAHI. rie 2687 - 
Yes, live, ——— live co'bleks manlend. 
Shew wondring nations What a e 
Heaven's true vicegerent, whoſe ſuperior ior foul, | 
Rais'd high above the tyrant's felfifh poorneſs, 


Pants but for power of doing good, rejects 
All power of doing ill; who makes no war 


But to revenge his people's wrongs, no peace 
But what ſecures their ſafety; courts no fame 


1 5 


But 


M. Ulis T. AP HA,, 8g, 


But from their happineſs: a parent he, 
The . parent; they not ſlaves, but ſons. 
x  LANGER 

Thou ſhalt not 6 This moment yet remains; 
Perhaps the laſt Does friendſhip plead in vain ? 

Yet if thine ear ia fltaf to Zanger's call | 4 

Think of Emira! think of her, my brother, 
To whom thy ſout has wedded all it's wiſhes ! 
Canſt thou abandon her? be deaf to love ? 
The pleading voice of love, and youth, and beauty, 
Deſpairing, dying in thy death ? 

:01i[47120 eee eee 


What haſt thou done? Why doſt thou ſound my heart, 
To ſhew me Iam man? frail, fearful man? 
Why, Zanger, haſt thou brought to light a weakneſs, 
I would have kept in dankneſs from all eyes? 
Even from mxſelſ i or wept in ftlence Oer . 2235! K. 
My laſt unconquerable fondneſs ? awed hu 
Zaxvor R. | 
She comes. dee what noble — ſhines, 
n in ber hy en, ſpring of charms! ONES 
Mus- 
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% MUSTAPH A 


MusTAPHA. 
O20, my brother ; leave me to myſelf: 
My heart runs o'er with paſſion, nor can bear 
Even _ eye ſhould read it's tender follies. 


S$CEN E vm. 


uns, Muerzrna. 


| Mvsrarna, 
| NIL. 
Prince !—what mean theſe eager been. 
This troubled filence ? 
'MusTaPna. . 
O my ſoul's beſt joy! 
At fight of thee, I feel—I know not what; 
EE a EA, 1 
Bleſt heaven ! | | | 


* 


SY = 
My lord |—why are you thus alarm'd > 
Ah! have you then deceiv'd me? Was the peace, 
The reconcilement with your.royal father | 
But feign'd to ſoothe me with * hopes * 
Cruel 


Mus- 
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Musrarna. 
Emira, I am much to blame: of 
And manhood murmurs at the fond conſent 
That has expos'd thee, in this doubtful journey, 
To danger and alarms, Love made me weak, 
Even made me cruel! 
Rune. 1 | 
Prince, why am I yours | 
But to divide your cares? to ſhare your fortunes? 
1 feel no danger, Muſtapha, but thine ; 
No fears but for thy ſafety. 
Musrarza. 5 
Knowing chat, 
I know to much, and therefore am moſtyretched? 
EuiRA. | 
Ha! thou art pale why doſt thou hide thee from me 2 
What fatal change has happen'd ? 


Musrarna. | 
Dear Emira ! 


Thou amiable goodneſs ! ſtop theſe tears. 
There is no preſent danger; none, my love. 
But let me place thee ſafe beyond the din, 
Beyond the rage of war—for war is threatn'd. 
Now while the friendly ſhades of night deſcend, 
Let Achmet guide thee hence. 


EMIRA, 


106, MUS'TAPH A. 
£7. mn Ita, 

Iabuman! ch 
Vou hide ſome wrd ſecret from mine ear. 
What leave thee ? fly with Ackmet at this hour? 

Muſt then Emira be the laſt to know, 
She is for ever wretched ? 
MousTaPHa. 
No, my love: 
Our parting mall be ſnort—Nay, hang not on me: 
Reſiſt not with thy tears. I muſt a while, 
| Refuſing thee, deny my ſoul it's comfort 
See Achmet comes—** Pk well. Retire at once. 
> Achmet whiſpers bin. 


Angits condutt thy ſteps! 
Evra. 
On ET 1 


SCENE IX. 


Mus rarua, Oe. 


| OsMan, 
The ſaltan, on whoſe head be peace and blefling ! 
Commands, my lord, you ſhould erpect his — 
1 „ 
Myus- 
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ACT w. SCENE 1. 


notar, Murr, | 


Neus rx. 5 | 
HE night looks black and boding. Darkneſs fell 
Precipitate and heavy o er the world; | 

At once extinguiſhing the fm: and lo, 
What clouds aſcending deepen ſhade on ſhade ! 
Some rufſling ſtorm is nigh. But are we ſafe ? 
Are we alone? I would be ſhrouded cloſe 
From mortal eye and car. Lift— , 5 
- | Myr. | f 


| 2 80 0 . NET . e All * 4 e 5 
= TAN. 
Then tell me—for my ſoul impatient longs 


To hear the news—what has our dreaded lord i 
At laſt reſolv d? | 


Murr. 
IE follow /d to his tent. 

The ſcene was terrible. His mind appear 'd 
A mighty ocean ſtir d by fighting winds. 
His pace uncertain, fury in his aſpect, 
His boſom heaving with convulſive thoughts, 
By turns he caſt his eyes ſevere on heaven; | 

| us 


MUS TAP WWE 5 
By turns he bent them gloomy on the ground: 
A pauſe of filence where dumb horror reign'd, 
More wild and more expreffive to the ſight, 
Than on the ear the ſtorm of words can pour. 
Rus ran. 
Proceed, . e 3k be YON HA 
Morri. . 

At laſt, in broken ſounds 
By paſſion render'd vehement and low ; 3 
« Mufti, he cry'd, how fays our ſacred law 7 
ce What doom inflicts it on a truſted ſlave, 
Who plots deſtruction to his maſter's houſe ? 
In cloſe conjunction with their foe profeſt, 
« A rancorous heretic 

Rusran. 

Hie meant the beten, 5 
Who long has courted Muſtapha' in mon | 
Well, you reply'd— 

Murr. 

| His blood be on my head. 
Thus laid and black with complicated guilt, 
He merits more than death; chief for his league 
Wich heretics, a race on earth abhor'd, 


Accurſt of . Kd | 
Rus rAN. 
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| 1 Ra . 
Aux. . 
| And after Solymay's own heart I hope + 
You urg'd i it home with weight of argument. 
: Murr... 
I did: and prov'd all hereſy more black,. 
More peſtilent, than even the falſe belief 
Of chriſtian · dogs. He how'd his head profound, 
Invoking heaven, atteſting Mabomet: 
And cryd—* Thi ſan muſt periſh. Not a ward. 
*« A pleading world ſhquld fave bm n 
Then — 40 
dev. diba no 85 
| jp ? 
By Axrael, the angel ** ſever 
His ſoul andi mortal part. I was in hopes, | 
His execution, Mufti, had been order d. 
This tardy vengeance daſhes half my, Joys -- 
is full of dread, and may be deadly to us. 
Would I had ne'er.embark'd an this wild * ä 
Where tempaſts ever rages. In Pe 
Now _—_ ** ſtings r- 1 
Mur Th, Srl 
Away, . my 7 8 
What arg you doing but what thouſand ſtateſmen, 
Whe 


78 


MVSTAPH 4 
Who liv'd and died in fame, have done before. you ? 
He ſhall not ſcape. I have freſh accuſations, 

That with the ſultan's piety will weigh . 

More ſtrong than all his crimes. This Matlgha, | 
Is a rank unbeliever. 


Rusraxz = 
_ . How, wy lord 1 

The news revives my heart. 

Mur The | 

Inflan'd with zeal, 

With holy 3 to the foes of heaven, 
Jews, Chriſtians, who pollute our pious land, | 
I would have wrought that boy to prompt his father 
In giving to the ſword thoſe infidels. | 
What was his anſwer, think you? 


Some libertine reply. 
MuFrrTr. 
ITI uwas moſt profane! 
He 22001 ton plain that lay before us 
Profuſely gay with flowers Admire, he cry d, 
_ « Wiſe nature's various hand: a thouſand colors, 
A thouſand adors, greet the fight and ſmell. 


Fair ſuns ariſe, and genial dews deſcend 
« Ta 


191 


192 MUSTAPHA 


4 To foſter all alike: and in return, 

& They waft their mingled incenſe to the ſy, 
A grateful offering there. Perhaps 'tis ſo 
e With difference in opinions : this at leaſt, 
6 They have their uſe ; nor ſhall they want protection 
«© While thoſe who hold them live, as ſubjects ſhould, 
« Jn amity and peace, promoting each 

« The general wealth, obſervant of the laws, 

« And to their ſovereign true.” —He ſaid: and turn d 


Abruptly from o_ frowning ſcorn and anger 

| RusTan. | | 
I thank thee for this news : but go, my lord, 
Watch near the ſultan's door. 1 will the while 


Walk here and meditate. 2 8 : 
SCENE I. 
TH Rus TA x. 


VVncertainty! 
Fell demon of our fears! the human ſoul, 
That can ſupport deſpair, ſupports not thee ! 
The fon yet lives—the father may relent : | | 
What then becomes of Ruſtan'?—By the night 
The murderer in fm tnefome dungeon funk 
| | Not 
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Not with more dread, more ſhaking apprehenſion, 
Awaits the hour, the midnight hour that brings 
Back from his tomb, in hideous - viſitation, - 

The bleeding ſhadow of the ſlain—than I 
The iſſue of this thing, —Huſh— 


SCENK ME 
RO xxoLAN A, RusTAN. 


RoxoOLANA. 
Ruſtan! ſpeak, 
Say, is it done ? 
: . 
| O would to heaven it were! 
Or ne'er had been attempted ! 
RoxoL ANA. 
He of courage. 
Where is prince Zanger? DE 
_ Rus TAN. 
„ Madam, we are obſerv'd. 
*Tis he — 
| RoxoLANa. 
Leave us.—I ſee him much diſturb'd. 
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SCENE IV. 
RoxoLANA, ZanGEeR, 


RoxoLana, after a pauſe. 


Why art thou filent ? What has mov'd thee thus ? 
| Z:ANGER. | 
I would have red my ſentence in your eyes; 
Whether they doom your ſon to life or death. 
RoxoLana. 
What wouldſt thou fay ? 
| Zances, 
O hear me; hear and fave! 
Screen my lov'd brother from the ſhameful fate 
That hovers Oer him! Fly, prevent a father 
You only can from plunging into blood: 
And from the ſting of conſcience that will od him 


To life's laſt hour. 
RoxoLana. 


| | Zanger, J know thy follies. 
Deaf to ambition's glorious call, and blind 
To ſovereign power that ſpreads it's dazling charms, 


The raling ſoeptre, a diadem, 


E Before 


u Us r A 195 
Before thy fight, and now within. thy reach; 


Unſpirited and poor ! thou wauldſt depend 
For food and raiment on another's nod : 
Grow baſely old, unactive, loſt to fame, 
Nor know the peaſant's privilege, to eat 
Thy wretched meal ſecure : but ſtill unſafe, 
And trembling ſtill, each fearful hour expect, 
As rage or caprice guides thy tyrant's will, 
The bowl or poniard. 
ZANGER» 
e more juſt to both. 
Nor would 1 ſuſfer, nor will he ampoſe, 
Such brutal treatment. O you know him not: 
A ſoul with every goodnebs, every worth, 
Enrich'd, accompliſh'd—— 
RoOxTOLANA. 
Iwill hear no more. 
A mother's fondneſs for thee bids me pity 
What elſe my heart would ſcorn: and leave thy blindneſs 
| To it's due portion of contempt and wrongs. 
Shake off this dull ſunplicity of ſoul, 
VUnworthy me, defeating all my ſchemes 
For empire and for glory. ;Every aim, 
Thi important aye] of my thoughts, is all . 
8 | K 2 For 


s KUSCTAPFEHR A 


For thee alone. Awake, expand thy views 

To greatneſs, and deſerve my noble cares, 
ZANGER, 

O 2d r does ſome dire illuſion 

Dazle my ſenſe ?—TI view myſelf with horror 

Heaven! was I born to be the bane of virtue ? 

To baniſh from her heart, who gave me life, 


All human thoughts ? all goodneſs ? 
ROxol Ax A. 


ö haſt learnt 


Of Mutapha! and art, I find, right apt 

To profit by ſuch leſſons yet be wiſe : 
He who adopts his crimes may ſhare his fate! 

„ - Tandne, 5 
What are his crimes? 

Roxol ANA. 
. His birth-right. He was ben 

To reign thy maſter: he might live to fee | 
A ſlave in Roxolana, | 14 


ZaxekR. 
Yet, tis heaven, 
Not Maſtapha, you ſhould accuſe, 
RoxoLAna. | | 
* e 


No : 


M:U'S T FS 


No: fond complaining i is for vulgar fouls : 
T will prevent, and puniſh. 
| ZaNGER, 
| Then ftrike here: 
I am the criminal, 
Norra 
Thy folly is; 
Thy milky ſoftneſs, uninform'd, unwarm'd 
By brave ambition. 
| TT TT oo 
. Rather ſay, not ſear'd 
By hate; not favag'd by remorſeleſs rage. 
Rox0LANA, | 
How! does thy madneſs loſe all reverent ſenſe 
Of love and duty to a parent due ? 
Unnatural and ingrate ? 
ZANGER. 
; What is my fault? 
Rox oLAN A. 
All 1 am doing for thee. 


Z ANC ER. 


Havel wiſh' d ? 
Have I contriv'd that guilt ? | 


4 


e 
— 


198 / RA 
RoxoL Ax A. 
et is it thine. : 
The guilt i i who profes by it. 
 Zancer. - 2. 
No: 
Such gains my — Can a world 
A purchas d world advantage kim, who pays 
His virtue for the purchaft ?—Yet recall, 
My mother, O recall your better mind, he Intel. 
That feeling pity, that ſoft ſenſe of goodneſß, 
The grace and glory of the gentler ſex, _ =P 
Now, Madam, while the ſultan's awful vin i 
Yet wavers unreſoly'd ; addreſs his mercy, 
His juſtice, fave him from the worſt of crimes ! 
Theſe moments are moſt precious—— — 
eas 


| | Zanger, riſe, 
And heedful mark ama my laſt advice, 

My kindet—Rouſe thee from this dreuning fondneſs, 
This ſoul-debaſing narrowneſs of purpoſe. 

Reſolve to ſecond me, to aid my views; 

Or ſhare thy brother's fate. | 


ZANG ER. 
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ZANGER, 
| His fate I envy ; 
He dies with all his virtue, all his fame : 
Nor is his parting ſoul inſulted, poiſon'd, 
By ſuch dire offers—Gracious heaven ! 
RoxoLana. 


Go on. 
Zan. 85 
I dare not : nature, honor, check my tongue. 85 
RNoxol Axa. 
Tis well Thou voluntary wretch ! henceforth 


I hold thee as an alien to my love. 
Tremble. This hand may ſend thee— 


ZANGER. 
Should it prove 
Another murderous preſent 
RO xoOoL ANA. 
Ha! 
ZANGER, 
| It would be 
More weloms than an empire on ſuch terms. 
 Roxorana. 


Thy choice be thine. I eaſt thee from BE heart; 


4 Renounce 
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bst 
Renounce thee ; know thee for no ſon of mine. 


Thou ſlave in foul ! this moment is thy laſt ; 
This moment joins thee to thy brother's doom ! ® 


* ret urni Ag. 


Zanger—be warn'd,—I fond I lore thee ſtill 
The mother riſes o'er the woman's rage, | 
And bids me ſpare thee—'Tis thy cauſe I plead— 
Inhuman ! why are all my cares, my labors, 

If not for thee ! — Reply not: but obey——— 
Thou ſeeſt my tears: in them the parent ſee— 
Diſtract me not: my life is in thy hands, 

My fame, my all on earth! Remember too, 
That from this hour my — or my curſe, 

Is thine for ever! . | 


"SCENE TT. 


| Zaxce. 
O there needs not that: 
Tis curſe enough that I was born of thee. 
Supreme Diſpoſer of the world! But no; 
I dare not imprecate thy vengeance here! | 
What can I more? My thoughts are one wild whirl 
—Ah princeſs ! 


Of horror and deſpair- 


SCENE 


MUST AT HA 


SCENE VL 


EMIRA, ZANGER. 


EMIRa. 
Brother! 
Where is my Lord They would have torn me hence; 
Have carried me to ſafe inglorious diſtance : 
| Love would not hear ofyparting ! 

+ Og 
Heaven and earth 
Conſpire againſt us! Whither ſhall I turn me? 
What ſhall I counſel thee—But ſee the Sultan! 

EMIRA. 


Ah ͤ where? : 
ZANGER. 


Emira—on this moment hangs 
Our laft, our only hope. Fall at his knees, | 
Beſeech, adjure him. Youth and grace like thine 
May reach his ſoul, and melt him into nature. 
Diſcloſe thy ſtory :. tell him with thy tears, 
With all the moving ſoftneſs of diſtreſs, 
The ſecret of your hearts. Who knows but heaven 


May greatly interpoſe it's ſovereign aid 


* . For 
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For injur d virtue and imploring 1e 


But J muſt hence unfeen. 
EMIRA. 


Alarming tryal ! 


SCENE VI. 
Ge wasn ENMIR A. 


In change of place there is no change of pain. 
Contending paſſions, urging each it's claim, 
Tear up my boſom with inteſtine war. 
Shall treaſon go unpuniſh'd ? Shall I dip 
My hands in filial blood? O fatal choice! 
O cruel conflict! Have I liv'd till now 
A parent—not a murderer? Muſt I late, 
When my white age is bending to the prave, 
Pollute me with that Rain dy ©4428 
| Thou tut emdenr my fame 
What right onkaowa 
AttraQts ind charms away my rape? 
Fancy not fairer paints thoſe heaven-born maids, 


Daughters of paradife, for ever young, 
For ever blooming ; who on beds of flowers, 


By 
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By ſtreams of living waters, ſoft repoſe 
To crown th* immortal bliſs of happy ſouls 
With raptures unconceiv'd—She kneels! and weeps* ! 
E MIRA. 
O royal 8olyman 
SoLYMAN. 
Say, beauteous maid, 
What may this poſture mean ? 
* 
Supreme of monarchs 
Renown'd far virtue, greatly good and 1 
Let not a helpleſs ſtranger plead in vain: 
I beg for mercy 
| S$OLYMAN. | 
Mercy ? Can thy youth, 
Can charms like thine want honor ? want protection? 
You muſt not kneel. 
EMIRA. 
Unhappy Muſlapha—— 
| | SQLYMAN, 
Ha! what of him? 
EMIRA. 
Is innocent, my Lord; 
Is clear of every crime againſt a father, 
Whom more than life he loves. 
6 - Sor r- 
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Sol Y MAN. 

This would be ſcan'd. 

You know him then, 
. Emira. 

Believe theſe ſtreaming eyes; 

Truth 1s not fairer, nor is faith more loyal. 

O by your juſt renown, by all your hopes. 

Of peace on earth, of paradiſe on high, 

Be timely warn'd : revoke the dreadful doom, 

That, giving him to death, will ruin you! 

Will kill your fweet repoſe of heart for ever! 

- © SOLYMAN, 
Amazement all!—=Thy words, thy mournful action 
Confound my thought. Say, ſpeak, how is the fate 
Of \ e IR thy care? 

E uIRA. 
| O Solyman! 
0 father of th* unhappy 
SOL Y MAN, 
O my foul! ! 
What can ſhe mean ? Go on. 
 EmiRa. - 
O pardon him! 


H ve pity on us both —1 am. his wife 
| 801 YMAN, 
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SOLYMAN, 
Confuſion !—wife! _ 
_EmMiRa, 
Arm not your eye with anger. 
If *tis a crime revenge it all on me: 
And in my guſhing blood 
SOLYMAN. 
Rack me no more, 
Reſume FR ſenſes : tell me who thou art. 

8 EMIRA, : 
Alas, my lord, you tremble with your paſſion. 
But hear me with indulgence==—By the love 
I bear your ſon ; tl? obſervant faith we both 
Profeſs for Solyman -all may be well. 

I bring the nobleſt dowry to his arms; 


Peace to your realms, a potent monarch's friendſhip 


On happy terms obtain'd. 
SOLYMAN. 
| | | Am I awake ? 
Speak, ſpeak, and eaſe my ſoul. 
EMIRA. 
1am 
SOLYMAN, 
Well, fay. 


EMIRA, 
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=  Emina. 
The mw" s dau ghter. | 
| Sol vMax. 
Ha ! 
Emxina. 


The cldeft born 


Of Perfia— 

SOLYMAN. 
| Hell and horror! heard I true? 
Of Perfia ? daughter of my mortal foe ?-—— 
At length his treaſons are all come to 16 

* lying ſlave ! 
Exiza. 
O no, my lord: 

By him who fees the foul, be is not falſe. 
He never knew a thought 

SOLYMAN. | 
: Away he dies! 
Should I and all my kingdoms periſh with him. 
What, hoa——condu& her to the women's tent: | 
Let Roxolana keep her ſafe. —Tis done. 
The conflicts ended. Oſman— 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 
1 | 
Sol TMak, Oman, 
SaLyuan 
Art thou privy 
To this conſpiracy wh 
Ona. 
My lord? 
$SOLY MANs 
| I od 
Even on the verge, th eemelt verge of fate: 


And one ſtep more I deubted her 1 love, 
Her who has ſav'd me Oſman, he ſhall die! 


Call Ruftan ; bid the mutes be ready Stay. 
This cool diſſemblet, this ſmooth hypocrite, 
| What can he now alledge * kim before ave. 


OMan. 


| Whom, ome Sir? 
en. 


This rage diſturbs my . 
O wretched Solyman ! | 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
SoLYMan, MusTaAPHA, 


_ MusTaPHa. 
You ſpeak not, Sir ; 
You ſee me not. If I appear before you, 
Tho guiltleſs, with confuſion ; not theſe bonds, 
Nor what more fatal may enſue alarms me? 
The man who knows no crime ſhould know no fear: 
And yet a father's frown can ſhake my heart. 
Sir, if I may be heard; if innocence 
Thus wrong'd and ſuffering 
| SOLYMAN. | 
I will check the ſtorm 
That heaves within, and would o'erflow all bounds. 
Juſtice alone ſhall try him and condemn—— 
And yet, ſhall treaſon thus, detected treaſon, 
Profane the language of fair loyalty ? | 
__  MusTaPHa. 
Treaſon ! O by my ſoul's immortal life, 
This curſt ſedition leſs offended you, 
Than it afflicted your unhappy ſon. 


| SOLYMAY, 
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SoLYMAN. 


of that my heart has labor'd to acquit thee. 
Turn this way : raiſe thine eyes aloft to mine, 
And fix their beams with ſteady gaze upon me- 
Who knows no crime, thou ſayſt, ſhould know no fear.” 
Now anſwer me Art thou not join'd in league, 
In helliſh compact with thy father's foes ? 

Art thou not—married ? 


MusTAPHA. 
Heaven! 


Sor YMAR. 
Ha! does this truth 


Flaſh juſt conviction on thee ? ſtrike thee dumb? 
Now, whither is thy confidence of tongue, 
Thy darling licence fled ? 
MusrarRHA. 
Then farewell hope! 

vet- let me die the ſame I ſtill have liv'd, 
Above all falſehood, all diſſimulation. 
I am, my lord: and but for that mad tumult, 
Which broke cur evening's talk abruptly off, 
(So angry heaven decreed) I had even then, 
In all the plainneſs of diſcovery, laid | 
The ſecret at your feet ; from full belief, 
My action, try'd by candor as by juſtice, 

| - Muſt 
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Muſt have procur'd forgiveneſs to myſelf ; 
And to Emira, crown'd with every grace, 
With every virtue bright, 255 tendereſt love. 
* E — 4 | 


SOL YMAN. 


Proceed ? What canſt thou add : 


What can I hear, but rifing proofs on proofs, 
That I am miferable, thou moſt baſe ? 


MusTAPHA. 
1 plead not now for life : nor would I hold i it 
Diſhonor'd by a father's deep diſtruſt, 
Embitter'd by his hate. I would but lighten 


T' imputed guilt that weighs upon my name. 


My foes, I knew, my unrelenting foes | 
Were high in your regard, truſted, belov'd ; 
Attach'd with no leſs faith to you, than fix'd 
And in cloſe league combin'd—to ruin me. 
Their power in all it's dark extent I ſaw ; 
It's baleful influence felt. The law of heaven, 
The voice of reaſon, urg'd me to preſerve | 
Myſelf from death, my father from a crime. 
Againft inveterate, unabating hate, 

I ſought protection, ſought a ſure retreat: 
And found it in the Perſian monarch's love. 
Weary of war's fell ravage, wiſhing reſt, 


0 


He 
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He gave his blooming Annan arms, 
And with her thoſe fair provinces your ſword 
Had won and loſt by turns; to be annex d 
For ever to your empire, on ſuch. terms 
Of peace, as you and juſtice might approve. 
Behold, my lord, even in it's laſt receſs, 
The heart of Muſtapha ! 

So. TMAN. 


Well=—thoy haft ſaid. 
Is there — 
Mos rArRHA. 
My lord; to liſe ar death. 
Indifferent as impatient of difianor, - 
_ Refign'd, unfearing, F expect my fate. 
But oh Emira—0n my knee, for her, 
Who but for being mine had nnn g 
I beg a father's dear regard. EE 
— 
Reetire A 


SCENE x. 


8 1 at ala. 


So TMNAN. 


ws does my ſtraming eye parſue his ſteps Y 
Out, 
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Out, fooliſh nature ; leave me to the thoughts 
That ſuit a monarch. He, or I muſt fall. 
*Ts rage no more: *tis reaſon's deep alarm, 
Abruptly waken'd o'er the ſtartling view 
Of precipice and ruin full before her. 
May I believe my ſenſes? How! a ſon 
Aſpiring, popular, belov'd and brave, 
His very virtues formidably preat, 
Combin'd, confederate with my mortal foe ? 
Even wedded to his daughter? young and fair, 
And mighty oer a, huſband's ductile heart! 
To drive his paſſions, and inflame his will 
With each curſt purpoſe of her father's hate ! 
And ſhall a tale by ſmooth-tongu'd cunning fram's 
Stagger my heart, or ſoothe me to falſe peace ? 
Why lingers then my juſtice ? While I thas 
Her awful rule obey, why feels my heart 
The horrors that ſhould wait on guilt alone ? 
No: let me lay down empire, or aſſert 
It's injur'd rights: and, while I weep the ſon, 
Give up to death the criminal—O heaven! 
__ RusTan. 
In tears, my lord ? 
inp SOLYMAN., 
Theſe tears are terrible: 


And 
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And fate will follow them But canſt thou gueſs 
What I would leave untold ! 


RusTaN, 
I dare not read 
My ſovereign's ſecret will. 
| SOLYMAN. 


Thus then. The mutes— 
Afric 8 black ſons — the fell and fatal band 


Whoſe ſouls no pity know hold them prepar d. 
SCENE I 


RusTAN. 
Is it then fix'd ? This inſtant ſees them ready. 
Aſcend, from hell's profoundeſt night, ye powers, 
Who aid conſpiracy in her dire workings ! 
Engage his head, his heart, till this be done, 
And crown the work of fate yourſelves begun ! 


The End of the Fourth AF. 


ers rn 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
- L£&NGER, ACHMET. 


HE hour grows more tempeſtuous. 
(/ ' ZANGER. 
Vf. lar. 
Hlemains anquench 'd; but total blackneſs fills | 
The vault of night. 55 
Acnuzr. 
Look, from the turbid ſouth 
What floods of flame in red diffaſion burſt, 
Frequent and furious, darted thro the dar 
And broken ricges of a:thouſaad:clauds, 
Pil'd hill on hill : and hark, the thunder rous'd 
Groans in long roarings thro dhe — 
Tae. 
"Tis well: and we, O heaven! revere thy voice, 
Thy voice of terror, meant to ſhake the hearts 
Of guilty men. What wichers their reſolvas, 
Lends force to ours. Achmet, if honor lives 
Within thy breaſt ; if this tremendous call 
Can wake thee to a deed of noble daring, 
Now fave thy maſter, : 
po 4 : Ackukr. 
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ACHMET. 
Prince, command my ſervice. 

Be life or death the ſequel, I have learnt, 
When honor calls, undoubting to obey, 
This worthy part is ours: th' event we leave 
To heaven's deciding care. 

ZaxG ER. 

I need not 5 

In ſaving Muſtapha, we ſave the friend 
Of virtue, of mankind. But how alas! 
For I have ſounded all a mother's heart, 
Each ſource of tenderneſs profeſs'd for me, 
In favour of this brother—and in vain ! 
'The ſultan too, inexorable, deaf 
Even to Emira's voice! has ſeal'd his doom. 
Amid the ſilence of the midnight-hour, 
A ſhameful death awaits him! 

ACHMET. 

Judge fypreme ! 
Ts ſuch the lot for innocenee decreed ? 
What can we do ? : 
ö AZax RR. 
| Brave Athmet; true, —_ 
Lies  plung'd in ſlumber: bat the drops adore. 
This 
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This injur'd virtue. Rouſe the neareſt bands 
With cautious haſte ; from man to man diffuſe, 

In whiſper'd confidence, the fatal tale, 
The ſecret of their hero's threaten'd fate : 
Then, on a ſignal given, ruſh all at once 
Into the guilty room; and bear him thence 
Among th' expecting ſoldiers. 

* ACHMET, | 
ED By the ſtorm 
'That thunders round us with redoubling peals ! 
The brave deſign has fir d me: I will fave, 
Or periſh greatly with him. Knows the prince 
Of our intention ? | 
| ZANGER. 
No; nor were it ſafe 
To truſt his ſcrupulous virtue with the ſecret. 
Above all fear of death, he would not riſk 
A life this way, to make his own immortal. 
Then give we honor, ftri& as his, no cauſe 
To diſavow our action; let no blood, 
Even of his executioners, be ſpilt. 

| AckuEr. 
We will not ſtain an enterprize of juſtice 
With deeds of cruelty. That care be mine. 
What ſhall the ſignal be? 


Z AN CE. 
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ZANO ER. 
| A blazing torch 
Wav'd thrice amid the trees that ſhade thus tent. 
My watch is there, | 
Achuzr. 
Enough. 
ZaxckR. 
PFarewel. 
ACHMET, 
Yet ſay, 
Where do we meet; | 
ZaN GBR. 
| Behind the blaſted ping 
That bounds the laſt pavilion. 
_-AcCHMET. 
Prince, remember! 
My ſerviee ſliall not linger: if I fall, 
Tis as «foldier ſhould. 
ZAxckR. 
| Away—the vizir 
4s conn towafds us. 


s CEN E II. 


R0X0Laxa, MoerT3, Rus TAN. 


Roxo LANA. 


— Mufti, what a night 
Vor, II. ” L | 


* 
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Is roaring o'er us! My frail woman's heart 
Quakes at the loudning horror of the ſtorm? 
What mean the angry ſkies ? 25 


Murr. | 
I have obſerv'd, 


When the ſoul labors with ſome mighty purpoſe 


That dread and danger uſher into birth, 

Fancy alarm'd ſees in each accident 

A heaven-ſent omen; of her own vain fears 
Shapes fiends or ghoſts ; embodies empty ſpace, 


Pours terror on th' unreal form; then ſhrinks 
Appall'd and trembling from her own creation. 
Why, this tempeſtuous time reſpects not wes 5 
Or it befriends our purpoſe. 5 
Rus rax. x 


Trae, great princes, 


'The ſoldiers all are huſt'd : the camp 1s now 


Still as the midnight-deſart. Even the factious, 
Whoſe prying curioſity had elſe | 

Been buzzing round us, tremble in their tents, 
Awe-ſtruck ; nor dare aſſemble while the heavens 


Are blazing round their heads. 
Muri. 


And 
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And give full ſcope to joy—behold the ſcroll 
That numbers Muſtapha among the dead ! 

| Roxol AN A. | 
Yet, Mufti, was it hardly gain'd. The combat 
Of love and vengeance in his father's breaſt, 
Like agonizing nature ere it yields 
To death's laſt dart, held ſtrong and terrible. 

| Murrt. 
Nor had che ſon's accumulated. crimes 
Met their due puniſhment, but for your ſkill, 
Your known aſcendant o'er the ſultan's heart, 
All-open to your influence. Take it, vizir, 
Th' important ſchedule; and ſee ll done 
On thus our enemy. 
Rusrax. 
O IL could give 
A looſe to rapture But the time forbids, 
When muſt he die? 
Murr. 


DeſtruRtion hovers o'er him: 
Theſe moments are his laſt, So wills the ſultan: 


And has ſhut up his tent from. all acceſs, 
955 this be done. e 
| Rox0LANA. | 
Now, now indeed I live! 
L 2 


a —— 
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Now ani I bleſt! O friends; you both ſhall tale 
Henceforth my deareſt intereſt in your ſervice. 

Fly, Ruſtan, plant ſtrong watch at every gate, 
At every avenue: let none go'forth, 


None enter, till the "morning ſhines abroad, 


_ 'Rusran, | 
All is prepar'd. Tue flaves are ready — 55 
A numerous band: and I will poſt them ſtrait 
With watchful ſecreſy. Now, Muſtapha, | 


Thy boaſted victories, the courted love 


Of giddy multitudes that hair d, his morn, 
Thy ſhort-liv'd triumph what avail they now 


That pageant-ſhow will but embitter thought, 


But aid thy foes to torture thee i in death, 


Come, Mufti: to our taſc. 


SCENE m. 


5 Roxor ang. 

| I am alone! 
My boſom! path Fm dT 
And dreadful hope! O'woind'this _ ese! 1 


The ſolitary horror of my thoughts 54 2 f 
Diſmays me—Whogeothere?—Hirw wife!--I would not 


Now hear her feud cbm 
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SCENE. 


EMIRA, RoxoL ANA. 


EulIRA. 
Fly net, madam: 

For miſery has ſure a mournful right 
To pity, even to reverence. If your ſoul 
Is truly royal, and adorns the height 
Of your imperial fortune, you will weep: 
The woes you have not known. If mercy lives, 
If gentleneſs yet holds her ſofteſt ſeat, 
Where once ſhe joy'd to dwell, a woman's breaft ;— 
O Roxolana—by theſe melting eyes ! | 
By this imploring poſture! now exert 
. Your thouſand ways of charming him you love! 
Wake nature, reaſon, in his heart ; to fave 
A hero who ſupports his throne, a ſon 
Who fears no death but from a father's frown. 
Think, for this noble act, how fair your name, 
How bright with praiſe, to nations yet unborn 
All-lovely will deſcend! - Vou hear me not. 
Ah, madam, this way bend your ſight 4 in me 
No common ſuppliant kneels. I once. believ'd— 

L 3 O ground- 
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O groundleſs pride — that but to heaven alone 
I could have bow'd me thus! 

RoxolL ANA. 

My wonder, princeſs, 

Has kept me ſilent: let it plead my pardon 
That you have knelt ſo long. Nay, dry your tears: 
Myſelf will ſend the prince to your embrace, 
And end for ever all your doubts and fears. 


8 0 EN . 
EAA. | 
What inſolence of cruelty, what cold, 


Unfeeling pride fate mocking in her eye! 

O man ! what ſavage bears a heart like thine, 
Till thy own ills have taught thee ſocial ſenſe, 
And ſof:en'd thee to goodneſs ?- Muſtapha ! 


4 SCENE VI. 
EulkA, MusrarRA. 
MosrTArHA. 
Am I fo bleſt once more to ſee thy face? 


Once more to preſs thee in my faithful arms? 


O tranſ; ort even in death! 
| EMIRA. 


M U S FF. F = 4 — 
|  _EmiRa, 
Death! guard me, love, 
Defend me, heaven, from that diſtracting thought! 
O moſt inhuman queen! What! loſe thee then ? 
'Thus loſe thee—in thy flowering ſpring of life ? 
Wich all thy honors green and fragrant on thee ? 
„ MusTAPHA. 
If J have right employ'd this ſcanty ſpan, 
Tis life's full meaſure ; honor is old age. Ta 
Were I not torn from thee, from thy lov'd boſom, 
To die is to be happy. Gracious heaven 
In mercy to mankind has made life ſhort ; 
Elſe wrongs and ſufferings, our ſure portion here, 
Would be lupportleſs load ! 
l EurRA. 
| 3 O heaven and earth ! 
Shall ruffians, mercenary ſlaves, enur'd 
To murders, recent from the baſeſt crimes, 
Attempt thy ſacred life? 
| MusrAPHA. 
The cauſe alone 
For which we ſuffer makes death terrible. 
What can he more, with all his terrors arm'd, 
Whea we oppoſe fair virtue to his blow, 
But firſt enlarge the ſoul to liberty "2 
L 4 And 
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And then to bliſs immortal? I will meet him, 
This foe of nature, with the ſame calm brow 
I oft have ſeen and fought him thro the ranks 
Of raging war To ſpare a father's crime, 
Would I had found him there ! | 
__ Emira, | 
| Are then my hopes 
All fled for ever: Have I liv'd to this ? 
O Muſtapha—yet let me ſhare thy fate: 
Yes, periſh with thee. From thy firmer heart 
My weakneſs will draw ſtrength, and meet the doom, 
That muſt involve us both, ſerene and fearleſs, 
MusTaPHa. 5 


Thou a virtue! this is death's ſharp Pang, 5 


This tenderneſs that pains me into agony. 
| 'Thy lover and thy huſband. who ſhould ſhield, | 


Should cover thee from every fear, alas! 
Is trembling with thy ſoftneſs ! 


EmMIRA. 
M y lord lord! 
Soul of my wiſhes ! glory of my thoughts? 
Your father—has he then renounc'd that name ? 
Caſt from his heart hamanity and honor? 
Can it be poflible ?——— Yet let me fly, 
1 1% on T3 e Y OY 
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Aſfault him, pierce him wich my tears, and wake 
The god within his breaſt ! 

'MusTapna. | 
| My gentle love, 
It will not hs The ſecret of our nuptials 
Untimely told, betray'd 1 know not how, 
Has fix d * doom irreyvocable. 

EMIRA, 
Oh ——_ 

My lord! my life! 
MusTAPHA. | 
Why doſt thou tremble ? why 
With this convulſive ardor graſp my hand? 
| nar 

MusTAPHA, 
Is haſting forward. 

: EulxA. 
Wouldſt thou know—O horror! 

The cruel, killing foe, the deadly tongue 
That has undone thee? 

MusTAPHA. 

So may heaven receive 
My parting ſoul, as anger and revenge, 
L 5: As 


226 MUSTAPH A. 


As every paſſion is extinguiſh'd here 
All but uy love for thee. | 
5 Elin. 
- O grief of hear. 
When injur d virtue not upbraids our crime, 
But pities, but forgives; the bitter pang 
Our ſoul then feels is every death in one! 
Strike here, my lord. 1 
MvusTAPHA. | | 
| Ha! what ? My ſenſes all 
2 rods to hear thee talk thus. 
5 EIA A. 
f Vet ſhew mercy: 
If you not loath me, ſtrike. *Twas I, O heaven 
| "Twas curſt Emira's tongue proclain'd thy. ſecret... 
|  MusSTAPHA.. 
Thou deareſt! thou unequal'd tenderneſs ! 
Now am I moſt prepar'd to lay down life. 
My heart——T bluſh to think it could be baſe 
Was liſtning to ſuſpicions of ſome friend, 
Whoſe falſchood had undone us. Thou haft ev dme 
2 dying with that guilt upon my ſoul. TY” 


EMIRA. 


The friends are innocent. Even Solyman, | 1 
Even 
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Even fatal Roxolana, both were friends. 
To me —Emira was thy only foe. 
MusSTAPHA.: 

Thy words diſtract me. I ſhall die a coward, 
Forgetful of my name, unworthy thee. 
It was the ſweet exceſs of tendereſt love, 
Led thee to plead a daughter's ſacred claim 
In Solyman : and ſure if aught on earth, 
If human influence could have found his heart; 
Thy tears, thy truth, thy charms, muſt have prevail'd. 

> 36777 n | 
O ſpare me, Muſtapha. . Each piercing accent 
Is a keen ſword, and ſtabs into my heart. 
Were I to live after this dear forgiveneſs, 
What were it but to hear, each lingring hour, 
Fh' upbraiding voice of honor, virtue, duty, 
Condemning, laſhing my diſtracted ſoul 


With their ſevereſt ſcorpions. No, Emira, 
Do farther thought of life——— - 


MusTaPHa. 


Ves, you muſt live; 
Or ſee me has the laſt of human race. 


O if my fair renown thro life preſerv'd, 

And meant a brave example now in death, 
be dear 10 my Emira the wil live | 
fries L G — bo 
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To plead my virtue's caufe before a father : 
And reconcile him to a ſon's juſt fame, 
Who living honor'd, and. who dying bleſt him. 
EuIRA. 
What ſays my lord ? For all the promis'd joys 
Of paradiſe, I would not ſee his face: 
Nor will I part from thee. | 
;  MusTaPHa. 
My hour is come! 
1 heard th' inexorable angel call ! 
His potent voice ſounds. awful. in mine ear! 
Emira !—Oh——farewel! 
|  EmMirRa, 
Ha! oh are theſe Z 
MusSTAPHA. 
The miniſters of fate, Oſman and mules enter. 
EMuiRA. 
Ve bleſſed powers! 
Save, ſhield me from their ſight ! _ 
| MosraPRHA. 
FOE LO faints! 
O Zanger! O my friend! where now is he, 
Whoſe hand ſhould comfort and ſupport my love? 
Look on her, heaven! I leave her in thy care. 
The mutts make figns for him to retire. 
| I come;.- 
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I come, my friends. A few tears will have way 
At this eternal parting. Dear Emira l- 


Oſman „look here—and let my father know 
What thou haſt ſeen !—One kiſs—Her cheek is e 
One more -O bitter ſweet — And now the pangs 
Of death are paſt. Emira #5 carried of. 
Os ux. 
My wounded heart weeps blood 


At this ſad fight! „ 
SCENE VII. 
SOLYMAN,. Os MAN. 


SoLYMAN. 
Protect me, heaven! 


OsMa N. 
My lord 2 


Sor rMAN. 
Oſman, it vaniſh'd here 
| AA 
My gracious ſovereign; 
What moves you thus? What do your _ purſue 
With: ſuch tranſported gaze? 


SoLTMAN. | 
If parted fouls 


1 Can 
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Can leave the midnight. caverns dark and damp, 
Where ſleeps their moldering duſt, to walk on earth; | 
This very now the ſpectre of a man: 
It bore the ſemblance of my buried father 
Stalk'd pale and terrible athwart my fight! 
And glar d a look of anger as it paſs d! 
Os MAN. 

Can this be poſible ? 2 > 

Sol YM Ax. 

I faw it plain. 

In my lone tent, deaf murmurs ſtruck mine ear, 
From airy voices whiſp pering thro the gloom. 
I liſten'd : when at once a wave of flame 
Burſt, dimly flaſhing round me, and difclos'd | 
The hideous vifion—Look, it bends this way 


Behold it, Oſman! 


| Ozncan. 
*Tis illuſion all. 

So YTMAx. | 
© night of horrors !——Muſtapha ! thy — 
Thy pangs are yet leſs terrible than mine! 
Oſman, I am moſt wretched 

Uh -- OsMan.. | 
Hark! my ht 
What ſhouts ! what furious olds! 


SCENE 


bs TATA 


SCENE VIII. 


SoLYMAN, OsMan, RusTaxn. 


SoLvuan. | 
| T Ruſtan ! ! ha— 
Bleeding and pale! 85 
fg Rus TAN. 
Prince Zanger — 
Sor vuax. 
. What of him 4 
8 
| To fave his brother—But my frength forlakes n me 
J die 
1 SOLYMAN. 
Confuſion Araiſe him up fay W 
_ /. RuSTAN:- | | 


To ang his brother, rous'd the Neeping emp 
I threw myſelf, with all your gather 'd ſlaves, 
To bar their * 
| SOLYMAN, = 7; 
Is my ſon eſcap'd ? 
 RusTan. Dy, 
1 faint—my heart pants thick—To0 late I ſee 


Th' avenging hand of heaven !—too late I find, 


a Us TA H A 


All wickedneſs is miſery ! But yet, 
I will not die with unrepented guilt 
Upon my parting ſpirit——Muſftapha—— 


Prophet! forgive me was moſt innocent: 
And Roxolana 


25 Sor vun. 5 

| Slave! thou dy'ſt too ſoon ; 
And haſt eſcap'd my juſtice——Roxolana—— 
Thou wouldſt have faid—is falſe as hell, or thee !- 


SC EN E IX. 


Back ſcent opening d. SORE the mutes and ſoldiers in at- 


titudes of grief round the body of Muſtapha. They 
bring it forward. | | 


© -- @ANGER, entering. | 
Alas! by brother dead Look here, juſt heaven! 
Teouli-uot -b cam penn with thes, | 
Habs bimſe] if. 
 SOLYMAN, | | 
What haſt thou done? Wert thou too leagu'd hind me?. 
. Le live : my heart forgives, and bids thee live. 
ZaNOER. 
Not ef rule ſhould bribe me now 
Longer to breathe this tainted air My lord 
; By 
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By thoſe ſoft tears of pity and remorſe 

You ſhed o'er this ſad ſcene — Support me, friends 

To dying friendſhip grant this laſt requeſt — 

Beneath one marble let us reſt together; 

In the ſame ſocial tomb our human part 

| Sleep ſafe, and undiſturb'd Now, Muſtapha 

Now, I am thin for ever! 
SOLYMAN.. 


- ay * ! 

| Did ever age PERS fach god-like- worth ? 

Such matchleſs friendſhip ? Ah what then am [— 

Their murderer !—Hide, O hide me from that thought! 

O let me plunge into profaundeſt night | 

Let her broad wing with ever-during ſhade 

Involve my memory! leſt fame ſhould tell, 
Should publiſh to remoteſt time I clos'd 

A life of glory - chus. 


SCENE X. 


To them Roxol AN A. 
Ah—Zanger! 
SOLYMAN, 
Lock! 5 
See, — woman, ſee —the curſt effeets 
Of thy dire arts! 


Roxo- 
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Rox OoLAN& A. 
Aecall not to my 8 
What! have done O give me inſtant death ! | 
 SOLYMAN- 
Death were reward and mercy. Thou ſhalt live 
Whole years of hopeleſs anguiſh and deſpair, 
To prove the pangs, the heart- deſtroying horrors, 
Even all that love betray'd and chang'd to gall 
Can pour upon thee, Yes, we both ſhall live, 
Two demons, hourly to upbtaid and curſe 
Each other's crime — Ha! drag her from the corpſe, 
She ſhall not breathe a figh, or drop a tear, 
O'er my unhappy ſon—* Hark! righteous heaven 
Rolls deep th' avenging thunder o'er our heads. 
| Here the thunder is heard. 
Juſtice divine! diſcharge it here—on me— 2) 
On her. It cannot err: we both are guilty. 


He throws hinjelf 2 the "SY 


3 -Osman. 
O dire example, known and felt too late, 


Of amorous weakneſs; and of woman's hate! 
O curs'd prerogative of boundleſs ſway, 
That gives the deadly paſſions ſcope to play! 
Rage and revenge to coward-fear ſucceed : 
And worth muſt periſh, tho a ſon ſhoulk | 


\ 


The End of the Fifth , 5x 9 


1 .. 5 


BP. I OTE 
By a Friend. 
Spoken by Mr. Qutrn. 


* L Lfor this onee Til undertake the part = 
Put, would haus been excui'd awith all ny hearts 

J come, goed, Sirs, is ſpeak an Epilogue ; 

J doubt, not feaſen'd to the taſte in vogue: 

Nor was I made to ſemper, leer, and coax, 

And torture meanings into wanton jokes. 

Our author too avows himſelf unfit 

To write ſuch ſtrains as but diſbonor wit. 

Yet this, with humble hope, he bids me ſay e 

FH aught, leſs faulty, phas'd you in his play; 

 {f noble paſſions bade your boſoms glox ; 

If feeling pity taught a tear to flow ; 

1}, awhile he try'd to make fair virtue ſhine, 

Tou ſmil'd indulgent on the juſt defign : 

*7 were mean, theſe bright impreſſions to efface, 

That digniſy the mind which gives em place: | 
+ Aud 


EPILOGUE 


And for the vain delight of ſome loau jen, 
Diſtaſte the auiſe, and pain the modeſt breaſt. 
Behold that circle of the liſtening fair, 

Their looks how open ! how ſerene their air! 
May no rude bluſh invade one ſmiling face, 
That, ſafe from inſult, they may weil no grace! 
Be yours henceferth to ſave them from alarms, 
Aud vindicate their violated charms. 


